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THE MAN WHO LOST HIS SOUL DYANE The Autobiography 


CHAPTER 1 


t was the beginning of January and in London, it spelt snow, 

ice, freezing cold weather. Being the first month of a new 

year in the Julian and Gregorian calendars it meant, a time 

of resolutions, a month of fresh starts for most people. 
Unfortunately, for others, if not the end itself, it was the beginning of it; a 
prospect that no one who loves life could ever want to contemplate! 

Britain’s very own Alex Richard Patterson, a fifty-five year ginger- 
haired-man, was in his study busy flicking through a bunch of papers when an 
antique clock hanging on his wall cuckooed three times. He looked up and 
caught the wooden bird retracting into its cage. He couldn’t believe it was 
already one o’clock in the afternoon and he still had lots to do. 

He stood up to fetch himself a drink of water and unexpectedly felt 
wobbly on his feet—a feeling he had never experienced before—and it was, to 
say the least, quite scary, especially given that ten days previously, he was 
tested positive for a Novel Coronavirus. A deadly germ which had emerged 
on 31 December 2019, officially referred to as COVID-19 and commonly 
described as the invisible enemy. 

Notably, before the deadly outbreak had hit Wuhan, where it had all 
started, the exact whereabouts—and even existence—of that central Chinese city 
had slipped from the public’s awareness in the West, particularly in Britain, until 
it had begun to affect its population and in particular the body of one important 
man—Alex. 

Tiny as the virus was, still it managed to cause havoc. It displayed a 
range of symptoms, such as fever, coughing, sore throat and headaches; worse 
still, in severe cases, difficulty in breathing and in a number of cases deaths 
was inevitable. Unfortunately, neither a specific treatment nor a vaccine to 
prevent the disease was in existence at the time and unlikely to become 
available in the near future. 

Whilst the public was expecting swift action, those in power were 
dragging their feet a little until Alex had developed a slight cough with a 
raised temperature prompting his physician, Professor Darren Whiting, to 
advise him to self-isolate, which he swiftly did. 

However, within his confinement, he had continued his work late into 
the nights; his disregard for social distancing prior to his self-isolation, had 
undoubtedly contributed to his sudden feeling of ill health. 

Feeling unwell, Alex immediately rested his body on the sofa and 
closed his eyes, possibly hoping he would be back to normal in a few minutes. 
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‘Grandpa, are you alright?’ enquired a little girl, who a few minutes 
later had come into the room and found Alex lying on the sofa, unaware that 
he could not hear her. 


When she did not receive a response, she stepped closer to her 
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grandpa, leaned over and with her hands on his shoulders, began to shake him. 
“Wake up...wake up,’ she insisted. 


Although at first she thought he was asleep, she was quick to realise he 
was in fact unconscious and amazingly reacted with speed. No time to lose, 
the little girl thought. She picked up the phone and dialled 999. 

‘My Grandpa is unconscious. Please send an ambulance.’ Her voice 
was trembling and she was close to tears. 


Since the girl had such a tiny voice, Jess Hodge, the 999-call handler, 
knew it was a young child and needed to handle the case with great care. 

‘Hello,’ Jess said softly and asked, ‘Is your grandpa breathing?’ 

‘Yes,’ she said faintly, whilst holding herself together as best as she 
could. 

‘Has he been unconscious for long?’ 

‘Yeah,’ she answered dryly. 

‘How long approximately?’ 

‘Err...about five minutes.’ 

“What is your name?’ 

‘Lisa White.’ 

‘Okay Lisa, I’m organising the ambulance for you now. Where do you 
live?’ 

“At 22, Checkers...’ 

‘Oh right!’ Jess quickly realised she was dealing with the 
grand-daughter of a prominent person. 

‘Hurry please.’ 

‘The ambulance is on its way.’ 

“Thank you.’ 

‘Can you stay on the line, Lisa?’ 

‘Okay.’ 

“You’re doing really well. Is there anybody else there, or is it just you 
and grandpa?’ 

‘It’s just me...’ 

‘Just you, okay...’ 

‘...and Lady Tara, my cat.’ 

‘Oh, your cat, OK.’ Jess grinned, thinking what a sweet little girl she 
appeared to be. 

“Well we’re coming as quickly as we can for grandpa; you just stay on 
the phone with me, OK?’ 

‘Okay.’ 


Lisa was only five years old with short black hair and dark brown 
eyes. Jess later on said that she was impressed with Lisa, who had shown 
wisdom beyond her years when talking to her and explaining her grandpa’s 
condition. 
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When the ambulance had arrived—it was surprisingly an old one, 
which had been in service for a while and probably due for retirement, but 
more importantly it had come very quickly with two paramedics on board. 

As expected, they knew exactly what they had to do and were very 
conscious that time was of the essence. They glanced at the patient and noted 
that he didn’t look particularly striking or impressive lying there on the sofa 
with his ginger hair ruffled, chin buried in his chest, eyes closed but still 
breathing. As James Shirley in his hauntingly philosophical poem—Death the 
Leveller, about the dismal march of death that tramples down human pride 
and pomp, quite aptly put it: ‘The glories of our blood and state are shadows, 
not substantial things. There is no armour against Fate; when death lays his 
icy hand on kings, Sceptre and Crown, must tumble down and in the dust be 
equal made.’ 


The paramedics rushed Alex to St Thomas' Hospital in London and 
they wheeled him to a treatment room where the latter received immediate 
medical and nursing attention. After just over two hours of medical attention, 
there was some relief all round when the health team had brought him back to 
consciousness. 

When Alex woke up, it took a few minutes for his eyes to adjust to the 
real world as he focussed on the luminous dials of the clock hanging on the 
wall. His eyes finally adjusted, he looked confused and the smell of hospital 
disinfectant bothered him a little bit and made him suspicious that he was not 
in his normal surroundings. Somehow, he saw through the foggy haze to read 
the numbers on the face of the clock that stared back at him like demonic eyes 
in the dimly lit room. Both hands of the clock rested on the number three 
reading 3:15 P.M, which meant it was just past his exercise time. He 
remembered resting his body on the sofa and hearing the voice of his 
granddaughter calling him, but couldn't respond. 


“Where am I?’ he asked the girl dressed in a white and purple nursing 
uniform leaning over to help him adjust his position. 

‘In St. Thomas hospital.’ 

‘In hospital?’ he echoed with a degree of trepidation. 


Alex had always had an irrational fear of hospital from a young age, 
but up until now had always managed to avoid going near one. It was an 
incessant apprehension that was as strong as any drug he had ever tried. It was 
like a strange war that went on inside his mind. He rubbed his itching eyes and 
even with them closed, he could still see the hands of the clock as if it had 
burrowed its way into his aching skull. 

The medical team transferred him to a cubicle in a private ward for 
observations and additional tests. However, his persistent coughs and raised 
temperature continued to worry the team, as they were already aware that he 
had the killer virus inside him and it was highly contagious. 

To prevent cross infection, the attending health professionals followed 
the advice that the World Health Organisation (WHO) had provided to all 
countries and took the necessary measures in dealing with Alex. 


12 


38 28 ok 


Whilst Alex was a special and important patient, he didn’t look 
particularly striking or impressive, as he lay in bed at that moment. 
Nevertheless, he was a powerful man. His country depended on him, because 
he was none other than the Prime Minister. Although looking at him in his 
bed, so powerless, it was hard to conceive he was the man who held the future 
and security of the country in his hands. With the touch of a button, he could 
launch a nuclear missile to another part of the world and make it disappear. It 
was his brave decision to call for an early election soon after becoming leader 
of his party asking the country to give him a decent majority so that he could 
govern with authority that marked him out. 

Bold, brave and tireless in his resolve he took on the might of the 
anti-brexiteers, inside and outside his party. Through his sheer energy and 
charismatic personality, he inspired a nervous and hesitant population, to defy 
stark odds and gained a huge majority to carry out his programme of taking 
his country out of the European Union (EU). 

After years of opposition by the died-hard Remainers (non-brexiteers), 
he took his country out of the EU at precisely 23:00 GMT on 31 January 
2020. Albeit there remained a lot to talk about and months or even years of 
negotiation to follow, which required him to be in the best possible health, but 
unfortunately, here he now was, lying in a hospital bed with a high risk deadly 
infection. He was the first leader of the free world to catch the disease and the 
spot light was on him. Everyday the news media were reporting on him. Other 
than, do nothing and pray for a miraculous recovery, what else could he do? 
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The experiment 


Alex looked up glumly when five men and one woman walked in to 
his cubicle. The first man was the Chief Medical Officer (CMO) Professor 
Darren Whiting, a middle-aged, tall, elegant-looking Englishman, who was 
not a great risk-taker. Of the four CMOs in the United Kingdom appointed to 
advise their respective governments: England, Scotland, Wales and Northern 
Ireland, he was the CMO for England and medical adviser to the United 
Kingdom government. As a qualified medical doctor whose medical speciality 
traditionally was public health medicine, he was the most senior government 
advisor on health matters. 

The second man was General Alan Decker. He was the head of an 
organisation called MIF, a sub-division of the British Royal Navy who stood 
there, his eyes were sensitive and the corners of his mouth sagged. His sandy 
hair rested smoothly on his head but his wide, greying moustache spiked. He 
wore his uniform with the same indescribable oddness that his other three 
companions did. 
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The third man was Dr. Morden, pushing fifty, married with one child. 
He graduated at the School of Clinical Medicine, the medical school of the 
Cambridge University, England and had a sharp wit with undivided dedication 
to his job. 

The fourth man was Captain Harry Lang. He was in his forties, with 
a friendly, open manner and a ready smile. 

The fifth man was Dr. Richard Masters and the woman was Dr. 
Connie Buckley. Both were drafted to work in a super-specialty, with 
military rank for convenience. They had a badge marking them as medical 
specialists. 
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Professor Whiting addressed Alex said, “Now Prime Minister, when a 
week ago, I advised you to self isolate, I expected your situation to improve, 
but it would now appear that it is getting more serious. Unless we take swift 
action, it can only get worse...I would like you to listen to what General 
Decker is proposing.’ 


General Decker had TWO charts in his hand and he was eager to 
explain them to the PM. The first chart showed a map of the circulatory 
system. Sitting two metres away to the PM’s bed, he began with his 
explanation. 

‘The bloodstream on this chart,’ he said, ‘is mapped out to the smallest 
blood vessels (or capillaries). Looking at it, you can see there are pictures 
plotting its rivers and bays, its inlets and streams; much more complicated 
than anything on Earth.’ 


Professor Whiting looked at the chart over the General’s shoulder 
whilst maintaining the required social distance, asked, ‘Whose circulatory 
system is that, General?’ 

‘The PM’s,’ General Decker replied. 


Professor Whiting was shocked. He never expected it to be in what he 
could only describe as an unholy mess and he was quick to express it. 

General Decker frowned. ‘That’s one way of describing it,’ he said 
with a smirk and added, ‘nevertheless; it’s a map of the territory we are 
concerned with.’ Continuing with his explanation, ‘Every mark on it is a 
road; every junction is a crossroad.’ 

He stopped for a breather, checked if the Prime Minister was still 
paying attention and then added, ‘That map is as intricate as a road map of the 
United Kingdom, more so, for it’s in three dimensions.’ 

Professor Whiting was fascinated as he looked at the chart. “Yes, 
indeed it is Prime Minister,’ he cut in. ‘A hundred thousand miles of blood 
vessels, too.’ 


General Decker agreed and continued with his explanation. ‘You see 
very little of the blood vessels now. Most of them are microscopic and won’t 
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be visible to you without considerable magnification, but put them all together 
in a single line and it would go four times around the Earth or, if you prefer, 
nearly halfway to the Moon.’ 

General Decker paused again, caressed his moustache and then 
decided to pat himself on the shoulder saying, “That map, which is your 
system to the last blood vessel, I’ve had to very quickly learn all I could, 
concerning it.’ 

Professor Whiting was not too keen on self-flattering, with a touch of 
impatience in his voice he interrupted. ‘What is the second chart about?’ he 
asked. 

General Decker was not the type of person who liked to be pushed or 
hurried. He looked up, displaying a resentful grin then said, ‘I was just coming 
to it,’ and holding the second chart, he addressed the PM. ‘This chart, Prime 
Minister, shows your Respiratory System. The air passages to the lungs are, as 
you can see, mapped out. Starting here from the top moving down, it shows 
the nasal passage and the oral cavity (or Buccal cavity), bound by the cheeks 
of your face, and the flesh of the lower jawbone (or mandible). This arched 
opening at the back of your mouth leads to the throat (or the fauces), and it 
contains the teeth, tongue, gums, soft and hard palates and other structures 
like the throat (or pharynx), the gullet (or oesophagus) and stomach, small 
intestine, large intestine and the external opening—anal opening (or cloaca).’ 

Amazingly, the PM was fascinated and questioning. ‘Can you point to 
the soft palate?’ 

‘Here is your soft palate, resting behind the hard palate.’ 

*...and what does it do?’ 

‘Well, it separates the nasal passage from the food passage... in most 
people, your windpipe (or trachea) measures 4 inches long and is less than an 
inch in diameter.’ Pointing to the voice box (or larynx), ‘it begins here just 
undermeath it and runs down behind the breastbone (or sternum).’ 


Pointing with his finger, the General showed the PM where the 
windpipe branched into two smaller tubes (called bronchi: one bronchus for 
each lung). 

‘The windpipe’ the General explained, is a wide, hollow tube that 
connects the voice box to the two branches of the lungs. It is an integral part 
of the body’s airway and serves as a passage for air, moistens and warms it 
while it passes into the lungs and protects the respiratory surface from an 
accumulation of foreign particles. The windpipe begins at the inferior end of 
the voice box in the base of the neck. It is lined with a moist mucous- 
membrane layer composed of cells containing small hair-like projections 
called cilia.’ 

The PM questioned again. ‘And the cilia, what do they do?’ 

“They move microbes and debris up and out of the airways. Scattered 
throughout the cilia are goblet cells that secrete mucus, which helps protect 
the lining of the bronchus and trap micro organisms.’ 

General Decker adjusted his position before continuing with his 
explanation. He was impressed with the PM’s obvious interest in the subject 
matter. Pointing to balloon-shaped air sacs, “These are your alveoli. On this 
chart, they look big, but in reality, they are tiny and they help your body 
exchange oxygen and carbon dioxide molecules to and from the bloodstream. 
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As shown here, they sit at the very end of the respiratory tree and are arranged 
in clusters through out the lungs. What is not clearly shown here (but is on 
your x-rays) is that several of those air sacs are inflamed and filled with 
fluids.’ 

‘Ts that the problem?’ asked the PM. 

‘Erhm...partly. Look up here, almost centrally located in your oral 
cavity, right near the uvula—this fleshy extension at the back of your soft 
palate hanging above the throat, are a few Coronaviruses: COVID-19. As 
soon as the particles start to multiply, more of those air sacs will become 
inflamed and will be filled with fluids, making it more difficult for your body 
to get the oxygen it needs. Lobar pneumonia (one lobe of the lung) or 
bronchopneumonia (many areas of both lungs) will become affected. The 
consequential effect of the pneumonia would then cause you difficulty in 
breathing, chest pain, coughing, high fever and chills, confusion, headache, 
muscular pain and fatigue. Oxygen won’t be able to get to the organs and 
carbon dioxide will not be able to be exhaled.’ 

‘This sounds serious.’ 

‘Yes it is.’ 

‘Would a ventilator help, and if so, for how long?’ asked the PM. 

“To put it bluntly, you’ll need a ventilator until you recover or die, 
Prime Minister. In the absence of any specific treatment and no vaccine being 
available soon, you are more likely to die...’ 

The PM shivered. “You really know how to frighten someone.’ 


General Decker took a deep breath and apologised to the PM for his 
frankness before dropping the bombshell. 

‘Without trying to alarm you too much, Prime Minister, respiratory 
failure will follow before death does and for this situation, inability to breathe 
will be worse than death itself. Many people in your situation are going to die 
also. COVID-19 is a vicious, vicious, vicious virus and it is not known to be 
very choosy. People expect miracles, some will be lucky but others will not be 
so lucky.’ 

The PM asked, ‘Will I be one of the lucky ones?’ 

‘I fear you may not be and that’s why I want you to accept my 
proposal?’ 

“Ah! The proposition. Yes, tell me, how can you help me? I hope you 
are not proposing to open me up, are you? Because when you open my chest, 
I'll probably pass out.’ 


Professor Whiting suppressed a grin. 

‘He is not proposing to open your chest,’ he confirmed. ‘Even if he 
was, he would not be doing it whilst you are awake. However, the air sacs 
can’t be reached from outside in the necessary fashion. He will reach them 
from the inside.’ 


The PM frowned. Slowly, he shook his head murmuring that he didn’t 
know what they were talking about. He suddenly appeared confused and 
scared but felt he was being offered a lifeline, albeit a risky one. However, the 
bigger risk was to not take what was on offer and hope that prayers would 
save him. Although he was a Roman Catholic who believed in miracles, he 
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was also a practical man who also believed that there comes a time in life 
where one has to take risk and his time appeared to have come. 

General Decker explained. ‘Mr. Prime Minister, this is a new 
technique. Everyone engaging in this project needs to know the score and 
understand exactly what he or she is agreeing to. As an outsider, it is rather a 
chore for me to educate you, still, if I must, I will. I’m going to have to 
acquaint you with some of the theoretical work done in my institution.’ 

The PM’s lip quirked. ‘Sorry, General Decker, but you’ve just said a 
naughty word. At Oxford, I majored in football with a strong minor in girls. 
Don’t waste theory on me.’ 

A smirk appeared on the General’s face. ‘I have seen your record, 
Prime Minister and it is not quite as you say. However, I will not deprive you 
of your manhood by accusing you of your obvious intelligence and education, 
even if we are in private. Instead of boring you with theory, I will get the crux 
of the information to you without that...Err...I guess you have noticed our 
insignia. 

‘How could I miss it when it is so obviously displayed on your 
uniform?’ 

‘I’m sure you know what MIF stands for?’ 

‘I’ve made one guess. Could it be: Military Idiots and Fools,’ he said 
with a wink. 

‘Actually MIF happens to stand for Miniature Institute Force.’ 

‘Sounds interesting, tell me more,’ said the PM. 

‘lll explain. Have you ever heard of the miniaturisation controversy?’ 


The PM thought a while. He recalled having a couple of sessions on it 
in the physics course...in between his other activities, of course... 

‘If my memory serves me right,’ said the PM, ‘it’s about a group of 
physicists claiming they could shrink an object to any size and it was exposed 
as fake news. I remember the class ran a debate arguing why it was impossible 
to reduce a man to the size of, say, a microbe and keep him a man.’ 

‘What were the objections?’ 

‘Now that you asked I don’t remember, but from the top of my head, 
you can reduce size in one of two ways. You can push the individual atoms of 
an object closer together or you can discard a certain proportion of the atoms 
altogether. To do the first would require extraordinary pressures. Assuming 
you manage it, the pressure would kill anything alive.’ 

‘...and the other way?’ 

“To discard atoms in careful ratio, only if you reduce a man to the size 
of say, a microbe, you can keep only one atom out of maybe seventy 
thousand. If you do that to the brain, what is left is scarcely more complicated 
than the brain of a microbe in the first place. More importantly, how do you 
re-expand the object, as the miniaturising physicists claimed to be able to do? 
How do you get the atoms back and put them in their right places?’ The PM 
rested his case. 


There was a long silence and a moment of reflection. 

‘Miniaturisation is quite possible, Prime Minister,’ said General 
Decker, ‘but by neither method you have described. Have you ever seen a 
photograph enlarged? Or reduced to micro film size?’ 
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‘Of course.’ 

‘I can tell you that the same process can be used on three-dimensional 
objects; even on a man. We are miniaturised, not as literal objects, but as 
images; as three dimensional images manipulated from outside the universe of 
space-time.’ 

The PM smiled. ‘I'll believe it when I see it.’ 

‘Yes, I can understand that, but understand this in return. What 
physicists have recently discovered is the utilisation of hyperspace; a space, 
that is, of more than the three ordinary spatial dimensions. The concept is 
beyond grasping; the mathematics is almost beyond grasp; but the interesting 
part is that it can be done, and it has been done. Objects can be miniaturised. 
No need to get rid of atoms or push them together, we simply reduce the size 
of the atoms, and everything else; and the mass decreases automatically and 
when ever we wish, we restore everything to its original size.’ 


The PM lower jaw dropped. He just couldn’t believe what he was 
hearing and wondered to what extent he should take what has been said 
seriously. 

He was a well-educated and well-read man who had an open mind on 
almost anything, but there was a limit to his gullibility. 

‘Youre trying to pull a fast one on me, aren’t you General?’ The PM 
said, looking serious. 

‘I can assure you, I am not. We can reduce a man to the size of a 
bacterium, of a virus, of an atom. We can even shrink an army with all its men 
and equipment and fit them in a bottle or even smaller. Any size we want. We 
could then put that bottle where it is needed and put the army into action and 
afterwards restore it to full size. You see its application?’ 

The PM nodded. 

‘There is one problem though,’ said General Decker. 

‘Ah! I thought there would be one. What is it?’ 

“The Planck’s constant.’ 

The PM shook his head irritatingly. ‘Speak English, will you? 

‘For example, if a man is reduced to half-size, he can be kept for 
centuries. If he is reduced to mouse-size, he can only be kept for days. If he is 
reduced to microbe-size, he can be kept for up to only one hour. After that he 
automatically expands again to his original size.’ 

‘Crikey! Can he be re-miniaturised?’ 

‘Only after a sizable delay.’ 


The Prime Minister and the General had been talking for almost thirty 
minutes. The PM adjusted his position in bed. General Decker sat back in his 
chair and the other five people present had their eyes fixed on the PM. 

After a long silence Alex asked, ‘So what are you proposing?’ 


General Decker explained. 


‘We will miniaturise a capsule including its crew and then do one of 
two things. Either we get vou to inhale it using a nebuliser or we inject it into 
the carotid artery. In either case, with Captain Lang at the controls piloting 
the capsule, they would journey to each and every one of the blocked air sacs 
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in the lungs. They, (pointing to Dr. Richard Masters and his assistant, Dr. 
Connie Bulkley), will do the cleansing.’ 


Professor Whiting’s eyes opened wide. ‘...and I?’ 


General Decker looked at him thoughtfully. He had no plan including 
Professor Whiting as part of the crew. He had his own team and wanted to 
keep it that way. On second thoughts, he decided that it might be wise to 
include him. 

‘Err... Youcould come along as a member of the crew. General 
supervision, something like that,’ he said tentatively. 

The CMO said, violently, ‘Not I. I am not volunteering for any such 
thing. Not for a minute!’ 


Professor Whiting stood up and started to walk out of the room. The 
PM called him back. 

‘What’s wrong with taking a little risk?’ 

‘A little risk? That must be the funniest statement of the day. In any 
case, risks of my own choice, yes. Risks I am used to, yes. Risks I am 
prepared for, yes.’ 

‘My dear Professor Whiting, you have not been asked to volunteer. 
My expectation is that you would do your duty of being inside me and 
supervise this lot. Now that you know at least as much as I do...after all, Iam 
submitting my body to this daring mission, experiment or call it what you will 
and I am not as young as you are; nor have I ever been a football player. The 
nearest I have come is to riding a bicycle. In fact, I was depending on you to 
keep my courage up by being around, supervising...’ and then turning to 
General Decker, the PM asked, ‘Which one of the two methods are you 
proposing?’ 

‘Without going into the advantages and disadvantages of each method, 
I propose the nebuliser route. That way you will be conscious and can watch 
the activity inside your body on the latest flat screen.’ 

‘T like the idea of being conscious but I don’t think I want to watch the 
operation on a screen.’ 

“Well that is fine. I personally think that’s a wise decision on your 
part.’ 

Almost petulantly, the PM said, ‘I could do with a cup of tea.’ 
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Professor Whiting called for a nurse. She went to a drink dispenser 
machine in the corridor, brought in seven teas in disposable cups and served a 
cup to each one of them warning them to be careful, as the contents were hot. 

After taking a sip of his tea, General Decker said, ‘Captain Lang 
designed the capsule we are going to be using. It is adequately suited for the 
task in hand; besides, there is no other vessel in existence that is better suited. 
It is compact, measures 23 feet long and is capable of carrying up to nine 
passengers, but in our case, it will carry a crew of four. It is egg-shaped and 
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has all the necessary features including a kitchen, bathroom and two sofas that 
transform into double beds. It has a door, clear rooftop, four photo chronic 
oval-shaped windows, a fibreglass hull and external cameras. Captain Lang 
and I thought we would name the capsule Corona. Being the one who 
prepared the maps of your circulatory and respiratory systems, he has a clear 
understanding of where to navigate it.’ After taking another sip of his tea he 
added, ‘Dr. Masters and Dr. Buckley will be in charge of the actual operation, 
which is the cleaning of the air sacs by removing fluids.’ 


Dr. Masters, who had been sitting quietly, caressed the scar on his left 
cheek and showed great eagerness, which was plain for all to see. His 
assistant, Dr. Buckley, was a real dish. She knew what was required of the job 
without needing too many instructions. The two studied at university together 
and worked well together. They very rarely disagreed with each other but on 
the few occasions they had, they had agreed to disagree without allowing their 
difference in opinion to interfere with their working relationship which they 
had always kept on a professional level. However, there had been 
unconfirmed rumours that the two had, at least on a couple of occasions, 
mixed business with pleasure. Pushing thirty-five, like Dr. Masters, she was a 
divorcee who had never been short of admirers, but was too engrossed in her 
career to allow men to distract her. 2 
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CHAPTER 2 


The briefing 


ddressing the crew General Decker said, ‘the importance of this 

mission is clear. We all hope you will succeed in your operation 

and return safely. Whilst there is a chance that the PM may die 

during the operation, this is almost a certainty if the mission is 
not undertaken.’ Then he muttered under his breath, ‘There is a chance that 
the Corona may be lost, but the crew are expendable. Whilst the possible 
price is huge,’ then raising his voice he said, ‘the gain we seek—not only for 
the MIF, but all mankind—s greater.’ 

After a pause, Dr Masters took over. ‘We plan to reach those 
air sacs via the air passage. Using a nebuliser, the PM will breathe in a 
hypertonic saline solution through a mouthpiece. This keeps us on a 
reasonably direct route to our destination.’ Pointing to the PM’s Respiratory 
System chart, ‘If, the Corona and its crew are miniaturised and inhaled ...’ 

Professor Whiting spoke up suddenly. His voice was ruthless. ‘How 
far will we be reduced?’ 

‘Hmmm, small enough to avoid activating the body’s biological 
defences,’ said Dr. Masters. 

“How small is that?’ 

‘The overall length of the capsule will be three micron.’ 

‘Give it to me in inches.’ 

‘0.000118 of an inch.’ 

‘This means the capsule will be about the size of a large bacterium, 
right?’ 

“YES. 

“Then when we enter a branch of the lung-tree (i.e. the bronchus) we 
will be exposed to the full force of the hair-like structures (cilia) and we 
would be moved up and out of the airways, also the mucus secreted by the 
goblet cells will trap us, surely?’ Professor Whiting questioned. 

‘Yes, but we will be moving about 100,000 times the length of our 
capsule each second,’ Dr. Masters retorted. 

‘That will be equivalent, under ordinary circumstances, to moving 200 
miles a second—or close to that.’ 

Dr. Masters nodded. ‘On our miniaturised scale, we'll be moving a 
dozen times as fast as any astronaut ever moved. As you know, every red 
blood cell (corpuscle) in the blood stream moves as quickly and the Corona is 
much more robustly built than the cell. So, there is no way the cilia would be 
able to push us out let alone us be trapped by the mucus.’ 

‘I beg to differ, because of our minuet size we will be very light and 
fragile,’ said Professor Whiting, fervently. 

‘Consider this for a moment. The cilia or mucus contains billions of 
atoms, but the Corona capsule will crowd billions of billions of atoms into the 
same space; miniaturised atoms. We will be made up of an immensely larger 
number of units than the cilia and we’ll be flabbier for that reason. Further 
more, both the cilia and mucus are in an environment of atoms equal in size to 
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those that make it up.’ 

‘So you mean we will be in an environment made up of what will be to 
us, monstrous atoms?’ 

“Yes, Dr. Whiting. I am also well aware that a report by Johnson and 
Johnson has pointed out that fragility increases with intensity of 
miniaturisation. However, the increase is a slow one and Johnson and Johnson 
had admitted that and have had to make some simplifying assumptions in the 
course of their analysis, which may prove to be not entirely valid. After all, 
when we enlarge objects, they certainly do not become less fragile.’ 

‘Really???’ 


General Decker, listening to the two doctors debating their point of 
view so passionately, felt he had to intervene. He cut in abruptly. 

‘We are in a desperate situation and therefore, we have to take a 
chance.’ After a short pause, the General continued, ‘Err... if the capsule does 
not survive or is ejected, so be it. The buck stops with me,’ he muttered. 

Dr Buckley leaned toward the General, whispering tightly, ‘You are 
taking a big chance.’ 

‘Oh, Connie you know my record, so hush.’ 


The General was so determined in his purpose he was unwilling to 
listen to anyone who questioned his judgement and did not hesitate to slap Dr. 
Buckley down. 

He pointed out that they would be in the branches of the lungs for only 
a few minutes and once in the smaller branches, they would have no problem 
because the branches are lined by simple cuboidal epithelium. Lung air sacs, 
in contrast, are lined by very thin simple squamous epithelium. The only place 
where Dr. Masters admitted they would not be able to avoid killing turbulence 
would be in the heart itself and they wouldn’t be going anywhere near the 
heart. 

General Decker agreed with Dr. Masters and added, ‘Having reached 
each air sac, the fluid would be vacuumed out. The vacuum and its suction 
pipe, having been miniaturised in proportion, will not, if properly used—as in 
Masters’ hands it is sure to be—do any damage to the windpipe tree, the two 
branches, the smaller branches, air sacs or the surrounding structures. Using 
our laser, its beam would reach any COVID-19 present and destroy them. The 
body’s immune system would have automatically made a copy of the virus 
and produced a specific antibody to fight future invasions.’ 

Dr. Masters once again cut in. ‘The immune system will regain control 
to take care of the body. We will leave the vicinity at once, of course, 
returning by the same route we went in. The team of doctors surrounding the 
PM would encourage him to cough us out of the respiratory system.’ 

Professor Whiting asked, ‘Cough us out? How will anyone know when 
to tell the PM to cough us out?’ 

General Decker jumped in. ‘Professor Whiting you will be in 
communication with us at the Observation Tower by radio ...’ 

‘What if it doesn’t work,’ said Professor Whiting. 

‘Should this be the case, then we will be buggered. We had thought of 
making the Corona nuclear powered which would have enabled us to trace its 
radio activity, but we decided against it as it could have endangered the 
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patient.’ After a short pause, ‘you will have just sixty minutes, gentlemen.’ 

Professor Whiting said, ‘You mean we have to complete the job and be 
out in one hour?’ 

‘Not one second more. After sixty minutes, which should be ample 
time, you will start enlarging automatically. We won’t be able to prevent it. 
And if you begin enlarging within the PM’s body, you will become large 
enough to attract the attention of the body defences and shortly thereafter, you 
will kill the PM.’ General Decker said and paused, took a deep breath then 
said, ‘see to it that this does not happen.’ 

General Decker then looked around. ‘Any further questions from 
anyone?—1n that case, it’s settled, let’s get ready.’ 
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The General and the team wanted to make entry into the PM’s body as 
quickly as possible. The latter had signed a consent form for the mission to go 
ahead. Despite Professor Whiting’s reservation, he felt ordered by the PM to 
go along with it. Dr. Buckley also had some doubts, but was up for the 
mission and was ready to do her best for it to succeed. She had worked with 
Dr. Masters for several years and knew that if any one could achieve a 
positive result; he could and would do anything she could to lend her 
support. 2 
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CHAPTER 3 the preparation for entry 


The Capsule 


he time had arrived to get the patient ready. Everyone 

involved in the preparation was moving about and doing their 

bit as quickly as they could. Only the PM’s body was resting 

still on the operating table, covered by a green sterile sheet in 
case there was a need for surgeons on the ground to take emergency action. 
He looked peaceful and relaxed. Underneath the table was a refrigerated metal 
plate ready to be switched on to keep the body cold if needed. The partially 
shaved head of the PM’s could be seen and his neck and torso was visibly 
cleaned with an orange antiseptic solution. A magnified diagram of the PM’s 
respiratory system showing the mouth, the windpipe tree (trachea), two 
branches (bronchi), smaller branches (bronchioles) and air sacs (alveoli) was 
stuck on the wall and next to it another magnified diagram of the PM’s 
circulatory system showing the blood vessels was on display. 

Close to the ceiling on the balcony of level two was the Observation 
Tower, where General Decker and Dr Morden were seated. On either side of 
them were two technicians, T1 and T2, responsible for specific tasks. 

The General had a clear view of the PM’s body resting on the 
operating table surrounded by doctors, nursing staff and other paramedics 
ready to act when needed. On the General’s order, the Corona was brought 
into the Miniaturisation Room. It filled much of the room, twenty-three feet in 
length. It was on a hydraulic lift and was manoeuvred into the centre of the 
room. A ladder on one side led to the entrance of the Corona. Once the lift 
had rested the Corona on the floor and moved away, the former was blasted 
thoroughly with disinfectants. After it was done, the capsule was gleaming 
and sterile. 
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The crew 


In an adjoining room, the crew went through the sterilisation process, in 
single file, wearing dark goggles to protect against the dangers of the 
radiation. They passed down a corridor in dim light that was rich in ultra- 
violet. The door at the end of the corridor opened automatically in to the 
Miniaturisation Room. At best, microbe-wise, it was only the surfaces of the 
crewmembers that were sterile. Inside, each of them was filled with germs just 
like the inside of the PM, but every germ that had been eliminated was one 
less germ the crew might introduce into their host. Their germs would be 
miniaturised with them, of course and they had no idea how such miniaturised 
germs would affect the PM if released in his body. After one hour, any 
miniaturised germs in his body would expand to their normal size and that 
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expansion might be harmful or on the other hand, it might not. The two 
technicians (T1 and T2) sitting in front of their monitor stared at it attentively. 
Once the countdown was completed, everyone on the floor below would know 
that miniaturisation of the Corona and the crew had begun. 

General Decker knew if this failed someone’s head, most likely his, 
would be on the chopping block, but this was no time to think negatively. He 
had no doubt that if the entire operation should succeed, he and his team 
would come out smelling like roses. 

All readings of vital signs of the crew, such as blood pressure, pulse, 
temperature and so on were checked and looked fine. One by one, the crew 
moved up the ladder and took their seats inside the capsule. They all looked a 
bit nervous. It was somewhat dark inside. 

General Decker on his loudspeaker said, ‘We will put you to work, 
Professor Whiting. Ordinarily we would have had a communications man in 
your place—one of our own, I mean. Since you have communications 
experience you will handle the wireless. No problem, I hope.’ 

Talking to Captain Lang, ‘Does everything look okay there, Captain?’ 

“Yes. I don’t expect any problems.’ 

‘Good! —Relax all of you. It will be a few minutes yet before we start 
the process of miniaturisation. 


38 28 3k 


The final check 


Fifteen minutes later, ‘All sorted,’ Professor Whiting said. 


They now had lights inside the capsule. Dr. Masters immediately 
pulled out several drawers at his side of the capsule and began to look over the 
charts. Dr. Buckley inspected the vacuum and laser equipment with care. 

A nervous Professor Whiting asked, ‘How will you know where to go, 
Captain Lang?’ 

The captain said, ‘I’ve got the charts here.’ He pushed a button and on 
one of the monitors before him displayed a replica of the PM’s respiratory 
system. He pushed it again and the PM’s circulatory system appeared. He 
could toggle between the two at will. 

Captain Lang touched another button and parts of the chart glowed a 
gleaming yellow-orange. 

‘I mean our projected route,’ Professor Whiting said. 

‘I will be guiding the capsule and since we are nuclear fuelled; General 
Decker at the Observation Tower will be able to follow us with precision. He 
will help direct us, if you take care of your end with the wireless.’ 

Professor Whiting suddenly called out, ‘Message received from 
General Decker: PREPARE FOR MINIATURISATION.’ 


The atmosphere was tense. Everyone harnessed themselves in their 
seats. Professor Whiting needed help with his belt so Dr. Buckley came to his 
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rescue. She straightened his buckle. 
‘Here we are,’ and clicked Professor Whiting in. 


38 28 2k 


The miniaturisation process 


Captain Lang checked quickly if everyone was strapped in correctly, 
sat down and put on his own harness. ‘Okay, Professor Whiting. Tell them 
we're ready.’ 


Professor Whiting did so and the loudspeaker sounded almost at once: 


“ATTENTION, ATTENTION, CORONA. THIS IS THE LAST 
VOICE MESSAGE YOU WILL RECEIVE FROM THIS 
OBSERVATION TOWER UNTIL THE MISSION IS 
COMPLETED. REMEMBER YOU HAVE ONE-HOUR 
OBJECTIVE TIME. ONCE MINIATURISATION IS 
COMPLETE, THE TIME-RECORDER WILL GIVE THE 
SIXTY MINUTES READING. YOU ARE AT ALL TIMES 
TO BE AWARE OF THAT READING, WHICH WILL BE 
REDUCED ONE UNIT AT A TIME, EACH MINUTE. DO 
NOT—REPEAT, DO NOT—TRUST YOUR SUBJECTIVE 
FEELINGS AS TO TIME PASSAGE. YOU MUST BE OUT 
OF THE PRIME MINISTER’S BODY BEFORE THE 
READING REACHES ZERO. IF YOU ARE NOT, YOU 
WILL KILL THE PM, REGARDLESS OF THE SUCCESS 
OF THE CLEAN UP MISSION. GOOD LUCK!’ 


The voice stopped. 
‘This is it!’ a resigned Professor Whiting said, dropping his shoulders. 


In the Observation Tower, General Decker waited. It would be a 
difficult hour and he made it easier by placing himself in a position where he 
would be able to see everything. He shuddered at the sudden sharp tapping of 
the wireless message by T1 over an open circuit. The aide at the receiving end 
spoke quietly: ‘Corona reports all secured.’ 

General Decker called out, ‘Miniaturise now!’ 


T2 touched the switch, labelled MIN, at the panel. Bit by bit, a huge 
disc resembling a honeycomb in pattern, suspended from a rail running along 
the ceiling, moved towards and over the Corona, making its way smoothly on 
air that kept its suspension arm a tenth of an inch above the railing. The 
Miniaturising room was glowing with a colourless light that blazed without 
blinding. With trepidation, General Decker watched the Corona shrink. It did 
so slowly at first and then picked up speed. At that stage, there was nothing he 
could do to stop the process. 

‘All is going well,’ said T2 and this was confirmed by Professor 
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Whiting. 


One had to accept all was well if the crew of the Corona said all was 
well, General Decker thought. 

‘Miniaturisation complete, sir,’ said T2. 

General Decker ordered, ‘Elevate the Corona and place it inside a 
plastic bottle of hypertonic saline solution.’ 

‘It’s in a bottle, sir!’ T2 said. 

‘Good!’ General Decker replied. ‘Now T1 check on the crew!’ 


Captain Lang inside the Corona looked out into the dim universe of 
the miniaturisation room and caught his first glimpse of the people on the 
floor and they looked like giants. They were men and technicians moving 
about. He looked at his watch and remembered reading how the time-sense 
alters with miniaturisation. Ordinary time seems to lengthen and stretch so 
that five minutes seems to last ten. The effect grows more intense with the 
extent of miniaturisation, but exactly what the relationship is, he couldn’t 
remember. 

Looking at Professor Whiting, Captain Lang said, ‘although we have 
an hour, it may seem like several hours to us.’ 

‘That means we will move more quickly!’ Professor Whiting thought 
aloud. 

“To ourselves we will move normally, but to an observer in the outer 
world, I suspect we will seem to be moving quickly—to be squeezing more 
activity into a given time. This would, of course, be good, considering the 
limited time we have!’ 


General Decker breathed through a tightened throat until the ALL IS 
WELL signal was once more announced. Three men and a woman who, not 
many minutes before, had stood before him in full size, were now tiny bits of 
matter within a germ-sized —and were still alive. The clock recorder had 
starting ticking down. 2 
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CHAPTER 4 tre entry (inside the PM’s body) 


The miniaturisation 


he miniaturised capsule could hardly be seen inside a plastic 
bottle. There was a worrying light flashing in the 
Miniaturisation room, which went on for what seemed to last 
forever. Then the light went out and there was a sudden cry. 
‘Is everyone alright?’ Captain Lang asked anxiously. 
Both Dr. Masters and Dr. Buckley responded almost as one, ‘I’m fine.’ 


Then Professor Whiting responded in the affirmative too. 


General Decker breathed a sigh of relief. His crew were still alive even 
though he couldn't see them with the naked eye, most probably because they 
were so tiny. Seconds later there was a crackling noise coming from the 
Corona’s wireless system. T2 was quick to realise that there was a problem 
with the background RF signal from the wireless microphones. He was able to 
confirm this by turning off the transmitter and checking the receiver’s display. 
He discovered that the receiver was picking up an RF signal from an external 
source and the receiver was trying to tune this external RF signal, thus giving 
out that crunchy sound that you usually get when eating crisps. After quickly 
retuning the system and selecting a new frequency, the problem was rectified. 
For a moment it looked like a crisis had developed. Once General Decker had 
informed the crew that miniaturisation was complete, Captain Lang was the 
first to express his joy. Everyone on board was able to relax. Miniaturisation 
maybe complete, the General thought, but the mission was not. 

For him it was just beginning. Whilst the Corona rested inside the 
plastic bottle filled with a hypertonic saline solution, the crew felt a sinking 
feeling. The next big step was to get the miniaturised Corona into the lungs of 
the Prime Minister. 
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The inhalation 


Sister Flint entered the Miniaturisation Room carrying a tray. She 
picked up the bottle, placed it horizontally in the tray and carried it as gently 
as she could without causing too many shakes. As she entered the theatre with 
the tray, a team of masked surgeons and their assistants were standing around 
the operating table where the PM’s body was resting, their eyes fixed on the 
tray the sister was bringing. When she placed the tray containing the plastic 
bottle, they struggled to conceive that it contained a functioning capsule and a 
live crew. General Decker who was observing from the Observation Tower 
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contacted Captain Lang in the Corona to find out if everything was okay. The 
response was all fine but a little shaken, causing the General to smile. There 
was already a nebuliser machine by the PM’s table and he was lying in an 
inclined position looking fairly relaxed. He had never had so many clinicians 
surrounding him in his entire life. He was quietly pleased he was being given 
so much attention and that his life was in safe hands. 

General Decker looking down from the Observation Room said, ‘load 
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now. 


Sister Flint picked up the plastic bottle and unscrewed the top. She 
then took her supply and emptied the contents of the bottle into it by 
squeezing the belly of the bottle. As she was squeezing the bottle, T2 who was 
monitoring everything on his screen, heard a bleep indicating that the Corona 
was at the tip of the bottle. He called out immediately. 

‘Sister Flint the Corona is just about to fall into the reservoir.’ 


Bearing in mind what she had just been told, she continued to squeeze 
the bottle until it was empty. She then connected the reservoir with its top, 
making sure it was tight. She then turned on the nebuliser machine. The Prime 
Minister placed the mouthpiece in his mouth and breathed through it until all 
the solution was gone. 

T2, who was checking the sensor called out, ‘Corona is now inside the 
PM’s Trachea. ’ He then switched on the tracker. ‘Tracking activated.’ 
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The Corona was sliding forward. Professor Whiting was giving a 
running report to the Observation Tower that the sensation the crew was 
feeling was similar to riding a roller coaster down an incline. Captain Lang 
confirmed that they were in the trachea moving forward. At that point, the 
Corona moved jerkily, first to one side, then to the other, in great sweeps. 
They could just about see the wall of the windpipe. The Time Recorder read 
58. The fact that they were inside a trachea was a novelty in itself. Dr. Connie 
Buckley couldn’t believe she was inside a capsule that was actually travelling 
inside a human body, especially one belonging to the Prime Minister of her 
country. Not a lot of people would be able to say that. 

‘This is an experience I shall never forget, it’s so incredible,’ said Dr. 
Buckley. 

‘Incredible, maybe, but it’s true and this is history in the making,’ Dr. 
Masters said. ‘Keep the capsule steady,’ he cried out to Captain Lang as he 
felt an uncomfortable shake. 

Captain Lang looked horrified. ‘I can’t, I think I am losing control.’ 

He heard noises coming from outside the Corona. ‘Gravity is drawing us in,’ 
he said. ‘It’s like a magnet.’ His voice sounded petrified. 


The other crewmembers sitting tightly in their seats, were unable to do 
anything other than watch through the window, eyes wide open praying that 
nothing bad would occur. 
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‘Damn!’ Captain Lang yelled. ‘It’s completely out of my control.’ 


‘Out of control?’ Dr. Buckley echoed nervously as she climbed out of 
her seat and rushed to the Captain, stood behind him and stared through the 
front screen window. 

‘How are you feeling?’ Captain Lang asked her. 

‘Like you, scared,’ she replied. 


The capsule kept moving forward, wobbling about and there was 
nothing Captain Lang could do to stop it, if he wanted to, or bring it under his 
control. All he could do was to, try to navigate the capsule as best as he could 
whilst allowing the flow of the windpipe to dictate the pace for now. 

‘Go back to your seat Dr. Buckley,’ Captain Lang ordered. ‘The rest of 
you remain in your seats and make sure your seat belts are on.’ 


The crew looked through the windows, they marvelled at the variety 
of sites passing through their vision in such great speed. As they journeyed 
down the windpipe tree, they could see mucosa, that is the innermost lining 
and its ciliated pseudo stratified columnar epithelium with its many 
specialised goblet cells. Some were oozing sticky mucus designed to catch 
any debris present in the inhaled air before it reached the lungs. Dr. Buckley 
admired the small finger-like projections biologists called villi and microvilli 
on the mucosa, which helped to increase the surface area for nutrient 
absorption. The thick mucosa, reddish cranially and more pale caudally, 
arranged in longitudinal folds, caused from buckling of the mucosa, that 
disappeared upon distension was a beautiful site in its own right. Some cilium, 
that is, some minuet short hair-like process was brushing against the windows 
of the capsule leaving behind a smear. Some mucus was sticking to the 
windows too. Being encased in metal, as long as the Corona did no damage to 
the surroundings and vice versa, there was no perceived danger. 

All of a sudden, there was a smile on Captain Lang, ‘I am now in 
control of the Corona,’ he said, which brought an immediate sense of relief 
and they all let out a great sigh. 

Professor Whiting was quick to pick up his speaker and message T2 in 
the Observation Tower. 


‘THIS IS THE CORONA. 
AFTER A PETRIFYING MOMENT WE ARE NOW 
MOVING ALONG SMOOTHLY DOWN THE WINDPIPE 
(TRACHEAL TREE).’ 


The crew watched the subdivisions that were coming up ahead, which 
looked to be more frequent turning to the right than the left, as the channel 
along which the pilot was steering them towards became narrower and more 
diversified 

‘I’m approaching a branch of the windpipe!’ Captain Lang shouted, 
‘hold tight all of you, I’m about to steer the Corona to the right side.’ 


He chose it to start with because it was shorter, wider and straighter 
than the left. His body swayed to the right, the grimace on his face clearly 


indicated a mixture of fear and joy. The experience of such an unlikely 
journey had got his adrenalin going and it would be an adventure he would 
certainly remember for a long time to come. Few men have travelled to the 
moon and here he was journeying inside the windpipe of a human body. 
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Captain Lang grabbed his speaker. 


“HELLO OBSERVATION TOWER, 
WE ARE NOW ENTERING THE RIGHT AIRWAY.’ 


“Receiving you loud and clear,’ said T2, ‘watch your speed.’ 


Whilst in the right bronchus, Captain Lang made a sweeping curve 
passing a small stretch of corrugated lining. Dr. Masters interpreted it as an 
intrapulmonary bronchus as it had pieces of hyaline cartilage, interlacing 
bundles of smooth muscle, sub-mucosal glands and a definite connective 
tissue adventitia. Moving along the right tube, the crew could see the wall 
stretching ahead. Captain Lang kept the Corona in the middle of the branch, 
making it easy for him to move smoothly into one of the smaller tubes leading 
to one of the affected air sacs. Captain Lang checked the Time Recorder, 
which was flicking between 55 and 56. 


28 2K 


Suddenly there was a jerk causing Dr. Masters to shout out, ‘What the 
heck?’ 

‘Sorry, I think we have struck something,’ Captain Lang speculated 
nervously. 

‘Damn it! I thought you were going to keep away from the wall,’ Dr. 
Buckley said. 

‘I’m doing my best. After all we are in one of the narrowest tubes of 
the tracheal tree.’ Captain Lang pushed up the periscope. ‘The path should be 
clear here,’ he replied. 

‘Do you see anything?’ Professor Whiting asked. 

‘No.’ 

‘Could anything be wrong with the control then?’ asked Dr. Buckley, 
tensely. 

‘I hope we haven’t struck and damaged the bronchiole wall,’ said 
Professor Whiting anxiously, ‘the white cells would definitely respond and 
attack us.’ 

Dr. Masters, always the voice of reason said, ‘Our capsule is made of 
metal so we are safe.’ 


Captain Lang reviewed a visual from the Corona’s external cameras 
and could see nothing suspicious. 
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‘Keep away from the wall,’ Professor Whiting echoed Dr. Buckley’s 
earlier remark. 

‘Tam!’ Captain Lang shouted back. ‘There seems to be an unusual pull 
to the left. I don’t know why that should be.’ 


Whilst Captain Lang struggled to keep the capsule parallel to the wall, 
Dr. Masters noticed a connective strand dangling, which appeared to have 
worked itself loose and was swaying against one of the Corona’s 
windows...like a gigantic broken cable. 

“Watch out!’ shouted Dr. Buckley as she saw another strand coming 
towards the window and hit it hard causing the Corona to lean to its side and 
throw Professor Whiting off his seat and sustain a bad bruise. 

‘Make sure your seat belts are secured,’ said Captain Lang who never 
had his secured properly in the first place. 


The Corona was taking a beating from the connective strand. All 
crewmembers were feeling the shakes and discomforts. What if the capsule is 
damaged and cannot be repaired or removed from the body in time? Dr. 
Buckley quietly thought, whilst filled with dread. 

Dr. Masters looked at Dr. Buckley and they were almost reading each 
other’s mind. Could they have ventured on this trip inside the human body a 
bit too prematurely? Finally, all was calm and the unexpected event that 
petrified everyone, appeared to have gone away and slowly everything inside 
the capsule began to return to normal. The crew were all able to relax once 
more except for Professor Whiting. 

‘My arm...my arm!’ he was shouting. 

“Stay where you are!... stay where you are Professor Whiting, please,’ 
Dr. Buckley beseeched and rushed to him. ‘Let me take a look at your arm,’ 
she said. 


Looking anxious, Dr. Buckley unzipped his uniform. She slipped an 
arm under his shoulder and pulled down the uniform as gently as she could. 

With a smile she said, ‘You’ll live.’ 

‘Thank you doctor,’ Professor Whiting replied with a grin. ‘What 
happened, what caused the Corona to shake like that?’ he asked. 

‘A small imperfection the Prime Minister has I guess,’ Dr. Masters 
explained. 

‘Does anyone know the time?’ Dr. Buckley asked. 

Captain Lang looked at the Time Recorder and said, ‘50.’ 

‘We have lost a bit of time, but still have plenty left,’ Dr. Masters said 
reassuringly. 

‘Damn, we appear to have lost radio signal.’ 

“Work on it Professor Whiting,’ Captain Lang ordered. 


The crew had had their first unexpected moment and a lucky escape, 
but they couldn’t afford too many of those if they were to succeed in their 
mission. The one situation they certainly did not want to encounter was that 
they were forced, for one reason or another, to abandon the mission. Here in 
this area of the body it was almost impossible for them to get lost, unless of 
course they were unlucky enough to suddenly encounter another problem, like 
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a fistula, i.e. an abnormal connection between two hollow spaces such as 
blood vessels usually caused by injury or surgery, or as a result of an infection 
or inflammation. The velocity of the air passage and that of the capsule had 
fallen most likely because the PM had allowed his body to slide down to an 
almost horizontal plane. The capsule was creeping through a small air passage 
(bronchiole) toward an air sac (alveolus). 

‘Have we sorted the communication problem yet?’ Captain Lang 
asked. 

‘I’m almost there... here we are.’ 

“What was it,’ asked Dr. Masters. 

‘Just a loose wire. Don’t worry if it is too complicated for you to 
understand,’ Professor Whiting said jokingly trying to bring some light relief. 
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Captain Lang took to the microphone again. 


ATTENTION OBSERVATION TOWER. 
WE HAVE REACHED OUR DESTINATION. 


‘Glad to hear it,’ said T2. 


They were finally at the site of the air sacs and there were so many of 
them. They were fascinating little air sacs. The wall was extremely thin and 
more translucent because it was less than one-thousandth of an inch in 
thickness. As life after birth depends on oxygen and carbon dioxide passing 
through each air sac wall to the smallest blood vessel (capillary), it was not 
only thin but also permeable. They can't undergo mitosis (Cellular division), 
making them vulnerable to injury. Dr. Masters and Dr. Buckley couldn't wait 
to get to the alveoli, so that they would start working on them. As there are 
about four hundred and eighty million of these tiny air sacs located at the end 
of the smallest air tubes in the lungs, the quicker they got there the quicker, 
they would be able to do their job and get out of there before time ran out. 2 


CHAPTER 5 covip-/9 


The cleansing 


oments later, the came to a halt. Dr. Buckley visibly 

saw how inflamed the alveoli were and how much 

fluid was gathered in several of the air sacs. With so 

many alveoli to vacuum out, she was anxious that she 
and Dr. Masters might not have enough time to do the job and was not afraid 
to express her fears, but all the duo could do was to work as fast as they could 
and hope that would be good enough. 

Captain Lang, checking the Time Recorder, saw it had changed from 
26 to 25. He reminded Dr. Masters and Dr. Buckley that excluding time to get 
to the other lung and then to travel out of the PM’s body they only had ten 
minutes to complete the cleansing for each lung. 

‘That is not enough time,’ Dr. Buckley complained. 

‘Let’s stop talking and get on with it then,’ said Dr. Masters, 
anxiously. 

‘All Iam saying is that I’m frightened that we complete the job then 
have no time to get out. Deminiaturising inside the PM’s body is not an option 
worth thinking about.’ 

‘It is not like you to be so negative. The quicker we get on with it the 
more chance we have of completing in time. So shut up and let’s get out of the 
capsule.’ 


Dr. Masters and Dr. Buckley, without removing their black rubber 
swimsuits, had put on their protective gear—clothing, helmets, gloves, face 
shields, goggles, facemasks head covers, and shoe covers. They also wore a 
radio transmitter and strapped to each of their backs was an oxygen cylinder, 
just in case they should need one. Also appended to their forehead was a 
flashlight. A laser gun and a vacuum suction machine was attached to each 
shoulder. Hooked to their belts was a knife. One after the other, they went 
through the hatch, walked inside a slippery bronchiole to their first air sac that 
contained fluid and began their cleaning operation. It looked like a never- 
ending task. However, as the alveoli they had cleaned were able to swap 
carbon dioxide and oxygen with ease, Dr Buckley started to think positively 
when she saw the haemoglobins were changing into bright red because they 
were turning into oxyhaemoglobins as they were being carried to the left 
Atrium then left Ventricle to be pumped all over the body. They worked 
steadily and methodically from alveolus to alveolus. Once they had finished 
cleaning all the alveoli in one lung, using the laser they zapped any 
Coronaviruses they could find rendering them ineffective, then they went back 
into the Corona and moved to the next lung to do the same. The alveoli in the 
second lung were in an even worse state. As the duo was getting closer to their 
time limit, Dr. Masters could see that they would need one or two minutes 
more. 

“How long will it take us to get ready for ejection?’ Dr. Masters asked. 

Captain Lang radioed back, ‘I’ve allowed five minutes.’ 


33 


‘Surely we can make it in three?’ 

‘I have allowed five but it may be possible to get the patient to cough 
in four.’ 

‘I think this is do-able in 3?’ Dr. Masters argued. 

‘No. We can’t take this chance. I would rather we get out one minute 
earlier than the other way round.’ 

‘Okay. Thank you for this extra one minute.’ 


Captain Lang checked the Time Recorder again and looked nervous. 
For the first time in his life, he was praying to Jesus for help, even though he 
was not a catholic. Like everyone else, he was willing this mission to succeed. 
He couldn't bear to think that if they did not eject in time it would be the last 
mission he would ever partake in. Tensions in the capsule and in the 
Observation Tower were running high. General Decker was also silently 
willing his two specialists to succeed in completing the job within the allotted 
time. 

‘Time is up. Stop and get back now!’ Captain Lang told Dr. Masters. 

‘Thirty seconds more please.’ 

‘No. This is an order doctor.’ 

‘Okay, drop the ladder, we’re coming back.’ 


Dr. Masters and Dr. Buckley walked back to the capsule. Captain Lang 
grabbed Dr. Buckley’s hand and pulled her in, then did the same to Dr. 
Masters. The latter would have liked a bit more time; he felt they hadn’t done 
quite enough, but Dr. Buckley disagreed. 

“We can always come back tomorrow,’ Dr. Buckley said. 

‘We can’t. There must be a sufficient time delay before re- 
miniaturisation.’ 

‘Fine. At least this offers us another chance, but overstaying our time 
would definitely have killed us and the PM too. Surely you don’t want that?’ 

“You know the problem with you Dr. Buckley?’ 

‘No, but I’m sure you are going to tell me.’ 

“You...you...you are too bloody sensible at times.’ 

‘Oh, am I,’ Dr. Buckley smiled. ‘That’s the most sensible thing you 
have said to me all today.’ 


Captain Lang saw the Time Recorder was about to read 4. ‘Professor 
Whiting, tell General Decker to eject us out of here fast.’ 


T2 to General Decker, Message from the Corona: 


‘MISSION COMPLETE. 
GETTING READY TO BE EJECTED.’ 


‘Surgical team,’ General Decker alerted, ‘PREPARE TO GET THE 
PM TO COUGH, WHEN I SAY SO.’ 
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Tl was watching the map showing the return route on his screen. He 
could see the Corona resting at the bottom of the trachea tree. Everyone was 
quietly excited. General Decker had lit a cigar and was looking very pleased 
with himself. The project he had planned and which now appeared to have 
been successfully executed was quite a feather in his cap. In three months time 
he was earmarked for retirement, what an exit that would be for him 
personally! In addition, this would be a credit to his department, too! Whilst 
General Decker was mentally rehearsing his victory speech, he heard T2 
signalling for his attention. He could hardly say the dreaded words as if they 
were stuck in his throat. 

‘What is it man, spit it out,’ General Decker ordered. 

‘Erh...the...the Corona...’ 

“What about the Corona?’ 

‘It’s stuck, sir.’ 

‘What?’ 

‘...and we are running out of time fast...’ 

‘But de-miniaturisation is about to start,’ said General Decker. He bit 
on his cigar and it fell out of his mouth. 


Dr. Masters, who was still in his black rubber swimsuit, grabbed the 
vacuum equipment, his knife, head torch and made his way to the hatch. 

‘Where are you going?’ Dr. Buckley shouted. 

“The capsule is obviously stuck in a bit of mucus, I must free it... even 
if I don’t get back in, just go without me.’ 

‘Get back to your seat,’ ordered Captain Lang, but the doctor ignored 
the command. 


Out of the capsule, Dr. Masters rushed to the area that was preventing 
it from moving. He crawled underneath the Corona, then using his knife he 
proceeded to free it by cutting a lump of mucus that had glued the Corona to 
the tube wall. 

‘The Corona is loose again!’ shouted T2. 

“Are you sure?’ asked General Decker. 

‘See for yourself, sir.’ 


General Decker leant forward and as his eyes hit the screen he smiled 
faintly. ‘How much time is left?’ 

‘Three minutes, sir.’ 

‘The Corona is free again!’ a jubilant General Decker yelled. 


However, he quickly realised that the moment the Time Recorder read 
zero de-miniaturisation would begin. 

Addressing the surgical team the General said, “GET THE PM TO 

COUGH NOW.’ 

One second later T2 took a radio message from Dr. Whiting and 

passed it straight to General Decker. It read: 


WAIT—DR. MASTERS IS NOT INSIDE THE CORONA YET.’ 
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Alas! It was too late. The PM holding a bowl in his hand, had given 
out a loud cough and T1 who was watching the map showing the return route 
on his screen could see the Corona shooting up very rapidly towards the 
mouth and fall into the bowl. 

What was supposed to be a moment of excitement for the crew had 
suddenly turned out to be their worst nightmare. As Sister Flint carried the 
bowl to the Miniaturisation Room, she heard a hysterical voice coming from 
the contents of the bowl. It was that of Dr. Buckley from inside the Corona 
complaining that Dr. Masters was still inside the PM’s lung. 

‘Send us back in!’ Dr. Buckley requested. 

“We can’t,’ General Decker said. “There isn’t enough time left!’ 


General Decker was right. There wasn’t enough time to re-nebulise the 
capsule before de-miniaturisation was about to start. Even if he could force 
de-miniaturisation he couldn’t not re-miniaturise the capsule, as there needed 
to be a time delay before the process could be restarted, by which time Dr. 
Masters would have started to de-miniaturise inside the PM’s body anyway. 
There had to be another way to rescue Dr. Masters! What that was, was 
unclear. He was seriously considering the idea of operating on the PM, but 
that had to be the last resort, he concluded. 2 
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CHAPTER 6 the rescue 


The venous capillary 


eneral Decker instructed the surgical team, ‘Get the PM to 

cough again into a fresh bowl.’ 

‘The PM is coughing but nothing else is coming out.’ 

‘Then put the PM to sleep now and intubate at once.’ His voice 
was loud and sounded urgent. 

One of the surgeons started to insert a breathing tube into the 
windpipe, commonly used for mechanical ventilation but on this occasion, it 
was to siphon off Dr. Masters before de-miniaturise started whilst he was still 
inside the PM’s lung. 

‘Sir,’ T2 said to General Decker. The call sounded urgent. His voice 
was cracking with fear. 

“What is it T2?’ 

‘Dr. Masters is not in the lung, sir,’ T2 said, voice trembling. 

‘Not in the lung?’ the general echoed. ‘Where the hell is he then?’ 

‘He is moving inside a small blood vessel, sir.’ 

‘Unbelievable! Which direction is he going in?’ 

‘It looks like towards the pulmonary vein, sir.’ 


Dr. Morden who had been sitting quietly next to the General felt he 
had to intervene. 

‘This means that the flow of the blood stream will carry him towards 
the upper left chamber (atrium) of the heart, sir, through the bicuspid valve 
into the lower left chamber (ventricle), then up the aortic semi-lunar valve into 
the aorta,’ Dr. Morden said. 

General Decker yelled to the surgical team. ‘Stop the intubation, 
immediately.’ 

The surgical team looked up, looking confused. Then turning to Dr. 
Morden, again, ‘Where could we pick him up?’ the General asked. 

‘Well, from the aorta, Dr. Masters would most certainly flow with the 
blood that is going to the head and feet. Provided he takes the route leading to 
the head, we should be able to pick him up in the blood vessel in the arm 
(brachial artery) or failing that in the jugular vein in the neck.’ 


General Decker relayed to the surgical team that the pick-up point 
would now be either the arm or the neck and that they should be ready for that 
eventuality. 


Meanwhile, Dr. Masters as he followed the route to the pulmonary 
vein, he knew he was inside a blood vessel doctors called a venous capillary 
because the blood was bright red. The blood was viscous, much more than the 
hypertonic saline solution he was in when he was in the plastic bottle after 
miniaturisation. Still, as he was going with the flow of the blood, it meant he 
did not have to struggle too much swimming his way forward. However, what 
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he had to guard himself against was those objects of varying shapes he found 
floating in the blood. Some were red and white cells, other smaller ones were 
plate-like, which he recognised as platelets. One of the platelets hit against 
him. It flattened, remained in contact for a moment and then moved away, 
leaving particles of itself clinging to his swimsuit. He wondered if it had 
broken, which would be a good thing; a small clot might have formed, 
plugging the tear in the blood vessel he entered. He no longer had the metal 
protection that the Corona had previously offered. He trusted his black rubber 
swimsuit was good enough to protect him from the corpuscles and antibodies 
floating around him. He was also conscious that time was running out on him 
so he kept swimming. He had no radio on him, thus, he couldn’t communicate 
with the crew or the Observation Tower. He suspected that he was being 
tracked, but still dreaded the thought that he might be on his own. He figured 
in the unlikely event he did not get collected before he started to de- 
miniaturise, as a last resort, he would have to cut his way out of the body. 
Whoops! He saw rod-like objects. They were huge, milky and pulsating. They 
were white blood cells of course. Compared to the red blood cells, they were 
fewer in numbers. There are 600 red to every white. The whites are much 
bigger though and can be frightening. One white cell, three times bigger than 
he was with several other following further away, was coming towards him. 
There was a chance it was coming to greet him but fearing it planned to attack 
him, he couldn't afford to wait to find out. He quickly pointed his suction hose 
at the first cell and siphoned it. Since Dr. Masters was much smaller than they 
were, he hoped that the others had not seen him. 

‘Dr. Masters is getting close to the heart, sir,’ T2 shouted. 

‘Are you sure?’ asked General Decker. 

‘See for yourself, sir.’ 

General Decker leant forward and his eyes hit the screen and he smiled 
faintly. 

‘How much time is left?’ 

From inside the Corona Captain Lang shouted, ‘One minute, General.’ 

“Nice to know you are still altrve Captain,’ General Decker said. 

‘How are the other crew members doing?’ 

‘We are fine; err...except for Dr. Buckley, she is distraught.’ 

‘Tell her we will get through this.’ 

“Will do.’ 


General Decker learnt that Dr. Masters was already in the left lower 
chamber of the heart (i.e. the left ventricle) and was about to go through the 
aortic semi-lunar valve into the aorta. He was quietly confident. However, the 
fact that the Time Recorder was nearing zero, automatic activation of de- 
miniaturisation weighed heavily on his mind. His mood was low but he fought 
hard to keep a positive outlook on the situation. It can’t all be over; it can’t all 
be for nothing, he kept telling himself. 

‘I trust your canula is big enough to allow Dr. Masters to come 
through, should de-miniaturisation have begun by the time he reaches 
collection point,’ General Decker cautioned the surgical team. 


The head of the surgical team surrounding the PM said, ‘I'll take care 
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of it.’ 
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Dr. Buckley had worked with Dr. Masters for almost five years. They 
had been looking forward to go on this mission. There had been time during 
the mission when she had felt maybe they had attempted this project a bit too 
soon, but tried hard to keep a positive outlook on what was going on but now 
that she was out of the PM’s body and Dr. Masters was trapped, it was too 
much for her. The crew, particularly Professor Whiting, kept reassuring her 
that everything would come right in the end. 

‘We only have a minute to go.’ 

‘Dr. Buckley, sixty seconds may not sound a lot, but in many cases it 
is an eternity. So stop distressing yourself.’ 

‘T can’t help it.’ 

Dr Whiting veered toward her, ‘sure you can. Dr. Masters is already in 
the aorta. He is seconds away from safety.’ 


He put his arm on her shoulder and pulled her towards him, then took 
a handkerchief from his pocket and wiped a tear coming out of her eye. 

Captain Lang said, ‘Once he gets to the blood vessel in the arm (i.e. 
the brachial artery), he will be fished out.’ 

‘With his sense of adventure and unawareness of how little time he’s 
got, he would probably go to the brain.’ 

‘Don’t misjudge him. Even if he should be foolish enough to do what 
you said, he will still have time to get to the jugular vein and the surgical team 
will pull him out. I’m sure if General Decker finds it necessary he will order 
the surgical team to operate and get him out of the PM’s body...trust me there 
is no way the General will allow this mission to fail. His reputation depends 
on it.’ 

‘Yes,’ Professor Whiting concurred. “The General will be retiring soon 
and he will do whatever is in his power to go out with a bang.’ 


Suddenly they heard the voice of T2. 
‘Dr. Masters is nearing the brachial artery, sir.’ 
‘Surgical team get ready,’ General Decker ordered. 


There was some relief appearing on everyone’s face. What had looked 
like failure was turning into success. Everyone was keeping their fingers 
crossed, not least Dr Buckley. Both T2 and T1 were watching their screens 
anxiously and couldn't wait to announce that Dr. Masters was in the brachial 
artery ready for collection. 

‘Sir,’ T2 said nervously, ‘Dr Masters has missed the turning to the 
blood vessel in the arm and is in the carotid artery going to the head.’ 


If General Decker could have put his hands round Dr. Masters’ neck at 
that moment, he would have wrung it. This was not the news he wanted to 
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hear, but he was not in control, Dr. Masters was, but he knew he could 
interfere with the journey if he was forced to. 

The wall of the left ventricle has a thicker myocardium than the rest, 
because it has to pump blood to all the systemic circulation and the muscle of 
the septum is involved in generating force in the left ventricle. Having pushed 
the blood with such force into the aorta, the blood flow was rapidly being 
distributed around the body. Dr. Masters, being so minuet, had difficulty 
resisting the wave that pushed him forward. With great difficulty, he managed 
to follow the blood flow leading towards the upper part of the body, but the 
current was so fierce he couldn’t steer himself into the brachial artery. Instead, 
against his wish, the force in the blood pushed him into the carotid artery 
leading to the head. He tried to turn round and double back, but the current 
controlling the blood flow was so strong and his own strength was so much 
reduced, he just couldn't swim back and had to go with the flow, much to the 
disappointment of the surgical team and particularly General Decker. That 
meant more time lost, more uncertainty and more anxiety for the other 
crewmembers and surgical team. 
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In the Observation Tower, all eyes were on the monitor screen. 

‘Sir,’ said T1 

“Yes.” 

‘The Time Recorder.’ 

“What about it?’ 

‘Well, although the reading is 1, meaning there is one minute left, it 
has been showing that figure for a while now, so we may actually only have 
just seconds left.’ 


General Decker searched for a cigar and found a last one hidden in one 
of his top pockets. He pulled it out, put it in his mouth and then pulled it out 
again and threw it on the floor in disgust. He had been trying to give it up for 
a while, but was this the right time to start a nicotine war with his system? 

General Decker looked at Dr. Morden, ‘Less than a minute...Can Dr. 
Masters... 

Dr. Morden was so miserable he did not dare look at the General. He 
steadied his voice and cut in, ‘Yes, he can. Dr. Masters would know his time 
was up or coming very close to it. But...’ 

*...but what?’ General Decker interrupted. 

‘I don’t know if the surgical team can pull him out in time. We can 
probe in the brain and get to him this way.’ 

‘If I wanted to probe him out that way, I didn’t need to wait for him to 
get to the brain.’ 

Dr. Morden said, submissively, ‘Would you like a cup of coffee? I’m 
parched.’ 

‘Answer me one more question first. De-miniaturisation after one hour 
is a conservative estimate, isn’t it?’ 
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‘It is possible de-miniaturisation could take a bit longer, but we can’t 
assume this. However, for Dr. Masters’ sakes, let’s hope this is the case.’ 


Message from T2 reported that Dr. Masters was nearing the base of the 
brain where he presumably planned to navigate his way out towards the 
jugular vein. What no one could see was that Dr. Masters looked exhausted. 
He had paused for a moment and stared at the complexities in front of him. He 
saw a point he needed to get to which looked a long distance off, though in 
reality it was not as far away as it looked, but he didn’t appear to be in the 
mood to give up, at least not yet. He was not that kind of person who would 
give up without a good fight. However, one thing was certain, he had spent 
longer than he should have been inside the PM’s lungs and then travelling in 
his systemic system on his own that when he did eventually come out it 
looked like an eternity. A few more strokes he would be at the base of this 
amazing three-pound organ, the brain that controls all functions of the body, 
interprets information from the outside world and embodies the essence of the 
mind and soul. 

Suddenly there was a flood of light pouring in. He stopped and looked 
up and in astonishment he saw through the thin lining of the tube he was in, a 
whitish wall—its boundaries almost invisible. Dr. Masters immediately 
recognised it as the eardrum. On the other side was the outside world, he 
deduced. A world he never thought he would see again. It had been a couple 
of minutes or so that he had been swimming in endless tubes and travelling in 
the PM’s circulatory system, encountering monstrous living cells and proteins 
and now there it was, the light of the outside world filtering in through the 
eardrum. He was contemplating cutting through the vein he was enclosed in 
and then through the eardrum so he could get out. He looked around, he could 
see antibodies circulating and he did not want to give them any excuse to 
attack him. He prayed that they were not allergic to his rubber swimsuit and 
proceeded to swim to get away from them. Further right at the base of the 
brain, he passed the sub-arachnoid cavity and the oculomotor nerve. He 
wished he had his camera with him, but he didn't even have the time to stop 
and admire them for a moment. 

T2 informed General Decker that the Time Recorder was slowly 
turning to zero. 

“Where is Dr. Masters now?’ General Decker asked. 

‘He is almost at the removal point in the jugular, sir,’ T2 replied. 


Dr. Morden smiled wearily. ‘It’s too late,’ he said. ‘Even if Dr. 
Masters should get to the collection point in the next few seconds, de- 
miniaturisation would have started inside the body and he will kill the PM!’ 

‘This can’t be happening!’ General Decker cursed profanities. 

‘Look at it this way, sir, either way the PM would have died and as for 
Dr. Masters, he knew the risk and you yourself have said the crew was 
expendable.’ 

‘That was just an expression you idiot. Of course I care about the 
crew,’ General Decker said passionately. ‘Even if Dr. Masters starts to de- 
miniaturise inside the body, it will be a slow process. Hopefully slow enough 
to give the surgical team enough time to get him out.’ 
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Turning to T2 General Decker demanded, ‘Find out how the Corona 
crew are,’ 

‘I just have, sir and Dr. Whiting has reported that everyone is on the 
edge, biting their nails but gave us a valuable piece of information. He said 
although their Time Recorder is at zero, they are still in miniaturised state. 

Dr. Morden touched General Decker’s uniform to attract his attention, 

‘What if the process of de-miniaturisation doesn’t take place?’ 

“You mean the crew remain in their minuet state?’ 

‘Ahha!’ 

‘Err...and Dr. Masters is fished out of the PM’s body?’ 

“Yeah!” 

“We can claim partial success, I guess. Since the crew will be alive, we 

can continue to look for an alternative way of reversing the process.’ 


General Decker shook that thought off from his mind. 
‘Let’s be positive. Miracles do happen and if one is needed, this is the 
time for one!’ 


Dr. Masters looked behind him and saw several white cells coming 
after him. He was marvelled by how these monstrous creatures without eyes 
could still see him. He anxiously swam as fast as he could to a possible pick 
up point in the neck, then stopped and pointed his vacuum hose at them. He 
knew he might not be able to kill all of them before one swallowed him, but at 
least he would have had the satisfaction of knowing he had taken a few with 
him. 

‘Dr. Masters is out, sir,’ T2 said, jubilantly. 

‘Out from where,’ General Decker enquired. 

‘The surgical team got him out of the PM’s jugular vein in the neck, 
sir.” 


General Decker was unbelievably delighted that the entire crew he had 
sent inside the PM’s body was now safely out. 

Sister Flint had rushed the kidney dish holding Dr. Masters in saline to 
the Miniaturisation Room. The other crewmembers inside the Corona and him 
were waiting anxiously to return to normal size. Five minutes had passed 
since the Time Recorder had read zero. Tensions were really getting high. 

‘Shall I press the de-miniaturise button, sir,’ T1 asked. 

‘Not yet,’ General Decker replied. He was concerned that hurrying the 
de-miniaturisation process could cause unexpected complications. 

T2 intervened, ‘the de-miniaturise button is not connected.’ 

‘What?’ General Decker was furious. 

‘It was one of those thing that gone forgotten, sir,’ T2 said sheepishly. 

‘This could prove very costly T2. When this is over, I want to see the 
person responsible. For now we better pray.’ 


Five more minutes later, everyone’s patience had paid off. De- 
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miniaturisation had started. The capsule with its crew and Dr. Masters in his 
kidney dish were slowly getting bigger. The capsule and its crew had finally 
reached their full size. The two men and one woman inside the Corona 
climbed out wearing big smiles, which quickly disappeared as they stood next 
to Dr. Masters. 
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The aftermath 


In the recovery room, the PM opened his eyes and saw Professor 
Whiting and he tried to offer a smile but he was still too drowsy to manage 
one effectively. 

Sister Flint whispered, ‘try not to tire him. He’s only just come 
round,’ and she left the room. 

‘Okay,’ said Professor Whiting, then turning to the PM, “How are 
you?’ he asked. 

‘Tired, sleepy and my throat hurts, but it looks like I’m still alive.’ 

Professor Whiting mastered a slight grin. ‘You are indeed! Soon you 
will be able to go cycling again.’ 

“That would be nice. I must say, you are all looking grown up, I see.’ 
He managed a little grin this time. 

‘It’s good to be normal size again, Prime Minister,’ Dr. Buckley said 
feeling slightly choked, but was able to put on a brave face. Her mind was 
more on Dr. Masters. 

‘My apology for describing you lot as Military Idiots and Fools.’ 

“We know you were joking,’ Dr. Buckley said. 

‘I was indeed. As soon as I am able to, I am going on TV to broadcast 
to the whole world what a brilliant lot you all are and how grateful I am to you 
people for saving my life. You are a credit to our military, which is one of the 
finest in the world and to this country.’ He paused to gather his breath and 
suddenly noticed someone was missing. 

“Where is Dr. Masters? Don’t tell me he is too drunk already to come 
and visit me.’ 


They all looked at each other wondering who was going to respond. 
Finally, Dr. Buckley decided to answer. 

‘Actually, he is still in the de-miniaturisation room.’ 

The PM frowned. He sensed something was not quite right. ‘Don’t 
tell. .s 


Dr. Buckley nodded, and immediately broke down in tears. Shortly 
after, she rushed out of the room. The PM was certain the mission had not 
gone as planned. He was frightened to ask for more information, but his 
curiosity got the better of him. 

‘Would someone tell me what has happened to Dr. Masters, please,’ 
the PM asked and looked over at Professor Whiting. 

‘Err...well he...he is still not fully de-miniaturised, Prime Minister.’ 
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“What? How come?’ 
General Decker cut in. ‘We think he is taking a bit longer to return to 
full size.’ 


Even though that was his response, he knew it was more serious than 
that, but he had to keep believing it was just a slight glitch. 

‘He will return to normal size, right?’ The PM questioned. 

‘We are doing everything we can to make this happen, Prime 
Minister,’ said the General. 


The atmosphere in the room had suddenly changed. Instead of 
champagne corks flying about, there were butterflies in everyone’s stomach. 
Instead of being able to tell the world about their brilliant achievement, the 
MIF had to release half the news. Once the press got hold of the other half 
there would be all sorts of probing questions. 

Sister Flint came back into the room and noticed the tension and 
quickly and wisely escorted everyone out of the room. General Decker, Dr. 
Morden, Professor Whiting, and Captain Lang, followed her out, looking 
unhappy when it should have been a moment of rejoicing. Whilst everyone 
was glad the PM was on the mend, General Decker and his crew, though they 
felt they had done something miraculous for their country, in particular their 
Prime Minister, for which the latter felt eternally grateful, wished Dr. Masters 
was in a better condition. 

A week later, after the PM had left hospital, he did indeed go on TV to 
broadcast his feelings, admiration and gratitude. He, however, refrained from 
revealing the situation regarding Dr. Masters. He was glad there had been no 
leak and prayed it stayed that way. 

For General Decker, his moment of glory had turned into a nightmare. 
He had returned to the Miniaturisation Room where he found Dr. Buckley 
standing at the side of Dr. Masters trying to figure out why his partner had not 
de-miniaturised fully. 

“What do you think happened, Dr. Buckley?’ the General asked. 

‘I can think of one possible explanation, sir.’ 

“Which is?’ 

‘Dr. Masters was miniaturised whilst inside the capsule. The software 
controlling the Miniaturisation and De-miniaturisation process had the normal 
size of the capsule as a point of reference. So, when the de-miniaturisation 
process started, as the capsule expanded to its normal size, so the crew inside 
it expanded proportionally. Unfortunately, Dr. Masters was outside the 
capsule at the time.’ 

‘So what you are saying is there was no point of reference of his actual 
size?’ General Decker surmised. 

‘That’s it in a nutshell, sir.’ 

‘Did the fact that the de-miniaturise button was not connected 
contribute to this state of affair?’ 

“With Dr. Masters being outside the capsule, I doubt it.’ 


Even though Dr. Masters had not returned to full size, he was able to 
function as normal but in a world where everyone and everything were much 
larger than him...he was like a little man in a gigantic world. The question 
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that the MIF team had to grapple with was if Dr. Masters could ever be 
returned to normal size and if so how. They were in uncharted waters. 

Dr. Buckley had not yet grown use to the world as it was. She didn’t 
sleep well. She was glad to be back in a world of light and space, but she 
wished her partner had been just as lucky. She barely touched her breakfast 
then rushed back to the lab where Dr. Masters had spent the night. 

“The mission was a success, right?’ Dr. Masters asked. 

‘In a way yes, but it would have been even better if you had come 
through and de-miniaturised to full size.’ 

“Yeah! I think your theory of why it didn’t happen is probably correct. 
Now we need to work on how to rectify the situation.’ 

“We could miniaturise the capsule, transfer you in it and then de- 
miniaturise it again.’ 

‘That’s an idea, but how can we make certain that I would be stretched 
to my normal size?’ 

“You have a point,’ Dr. Buckley conceded. 

‘Let me work on a few calculations. We can talk again tomorrow.’ 

‘As you wish Dr. Masters,’ said Dr. Buckley. ‘Is there anything I can 
get you?’ 

‘Some breakfast.’ 

‘Like bacon, beans and egg?’ Dr. Buckley said. 

“You know you can be very funny at times. I think I will settle for 
some saline.’ 

‘By the way, how is the Prime Minister?’ 

‘He is convalescing well.’ 

‘At least that part of the mission was a success,’ Dr. Masters 
concluded. ‘Otherwise it would have been classed as a total failure.’ 

“True.” 

‘Has the story about me reached the press?’ 

‘No. It would not be good publicity for MIF.’ 

‘Good. Keep it that way, will you?’ 

‘ll do what I can.’ 

‘Would you like to know a secret, Dr. Buckley?’ 

‘T like secrets.’ 

“When I was in the PM’s brain, I wished I had my camera with me.’ 

‘The picture of the PM’s brain from the inside! What a coup that 
would have been?’ 

‘T wouldn’t mind being in the General’s brain.’ He grinned. 

‘One thing is for sure, miniaturisation is here to stay. I’m sure there 
will be a next time, there must be because I want to be part of any future 
project.’ 

“Well said, Dr. Buckley. I am with you on that.’ 

‘But first we need to take care of you, Dr. Masters.’ 

‘Then leave me to work on a few calculations.’ 

‘Okay I’m going.’ 


Dr. Buckley left the laboratory, feeling somewhat less traumatised and 
determined that the media would only get to hear the successful part of the 
“Daring Mission of the Corona,” and the usefulness of miniaturisation in 
medicine and in other areas. 
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Dr. Buckley recalled how at the start of the mission, when she had 
been sitting inside the Corona, how scared she had been at the time when she 
was nebulised into the tracheal passage. In fact, the entire crew were ill at 
ease, but Dr. Masters had been the least frightened. He saw it as a daring 
adventure into the unknown, going where no man had been before and being 
the first of a crew to do so. 

When the PM had coughed out the Corona leaving him behind, he was 
temporarily worried, but had quickly put his brain into gear and dealt with the 
situation. He had complete confidence that he would get out of the PM’s body 
in time, but at no time did it ever cross his mind that de-miniaturising outside 
of the capsule would give rise to an unexpected result. On reflection, this 
should have been part of the team thinking, but still he was able to keep up his 
good spirits and remain confident that he would reverse the outcome of his 
situation. # 
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CHAPTER 7 


The next day Dr. Buckley was back in the laboratory discussing with 
Dr. Masters a possible way forward. The latter had a suggestion. 

‘T calculated that I have only de-miniaturised by forty percent. So we 
could re-miniaturise the Corona by sixty percent then I get into the ...’ 

Dr. Buckley cut in. ‘Then when the Corona, with you inside, is de- 
miniaturised, you would be back to normal size.’ 

‘Exactly!’ 

‘That could well do it, but are you sure it would work? Are you sure as 
the Corona expands, you will stretch out accordingly to your original size?’ 
Dr. Buckley questioned. 

‘As sure as I can be.’ 

‘But what if we go ahead with this plan of yours and your calculations 
are wrong? What if instead of you returning to your original size you turn out 
as a giant?’ 

‘Tf, if, if. Why can’t you be a bit more positive?’ Dr. Masters hit back 
angrily. 

Dr. Buckley cut in. ‘Because we can’t play trial and error with your 
case...only trying to get you back to normal size using a cast iron guarantee 
solution will do.’ 

‘So you’re not going to help?’ 

‘Richard you know I would do anything to help you...’ 

Dr. Masters let out a big sigh. “You know Connie; in all the time we 
have known each other, this is the first time you’ve addressed me using my 
first name.’ 

‘As it so happens, I can say the same thing to you too...Err...Perhaps 
it’s because it took a situation like this to make me fond of you.’ 

‘Then help me, please!’ 


Dr. Buckley thought for while. After much deliberation, she 
reluctantly agreed to go along with Dr. Masters’ plan. 

‘Okay...let’s do it.’ 

‘Great. By the way, the de-miniaturised button has now been fixed.’ 

‘Did General Decker find out whose negligence it was? 

‘Apparently it was T2’s mistake.’ 

‘But it had nothing to do with you being in the situation you are in, 
right?’ 

‘Quite right.’ Dr. Masters took Dr. Buckley in the Miniaturisation 
Room, where he had already miniaturised the Corona by sixty percent. 


Dr. Masters pulled out a key from his trousers pocket and started to 
open the door, whilst he was watched patiently by Dr. Buckley. The door slide 
opened and Dr. Buckley entered first followed by Dr. Masters. She walked 
around as if she it was the first time she had been in it. Seconds later, she 
came towards Dr. Masters and stopped him at arms length. 

‘T had no idea you have already got the Corona ready.’ 

‘I mean business.’ 

“You do indeed, it would appear,’ Dr. Buckley said as she put her right 
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hand on his chest. 
‘Now you must promise me one thing, Connie.’ 
“What’s that?’ 
“Whatever happens here must rest between you and me.’ 
‘Oh! Do you expect something bad to happen?’ 
‘No, but one never knows.’ 
‘Okay, you have my word.’ 


Dr. Masters went to a cage and took out a mouse and showed it to Dr. 
Buckley. ‘I have already miniaturised it by sixty percent.’ 

‘T thought it looked rather tiny.’ 

“Well in a minute this mouse will be very famous,’ said Dr. Masters. 
He walked to the Corona, opened the door and placed the mouse inside, then 
shut the door. “Now come to the Control room with me.’ 


In the Control room, Dr. Masters reset a few buttons, then rushed 
towards Dr. Buckley, picked up two sets of infrared goggles and handed one 
set to Dr. Buckley for her to put on, whilst he did the same with the other. 

‘Now prepare to watch a miracle in the making, Dr. Buckley,’ Dr. 
Masters said. 


There were noises and flashing lights as the de-miniaturisation process 
started. These went on for almost a minute. They both watched in anticipation. 
A dial on a clock was turning slowly to zero. As the process was coming to an 
end there was another winding noise, which got louder and louder then 
suddenly there were more red and orangey flashing lights happening around 
the Corona. Seconds later, there was a deadly silence. Dr. Buckley was the 
first to take off her goggles and enter into the Miniaturisation Room. She 
approached the Corona tentatively, which had returned to its original size. She 
turned round to look at Dr. Masters and asked. 

‘Do you...’ 

Dr. Masters anticipated her question and said, ‘Why don’t you open 
the door of the corona and see for yourself?’ 

‘Err...no, you do it.’ 


Dr. Masters approached the capsule and opened the door. She looked 
at the mouse and then turned to Dr. Buckley signalling to her to look for 
herself. She was obviously curious to see what had happened to the mouse. 
She leaned forward, looked at the mouse resting in its cage and then looked at 
Dr. Masters. 

‘It worked!’ she said sounding amazed. ‘The mouse has gone back to 
its original size.’ 

Dr. Masters grinned. ‘She has, hasn’t she!’ 

‘It looks like your plan could work after all.’ 

Dr. Masters pulled out the cage with the mouse inside and stared at 
her. “You little white creature, have given me hope,’ he told the mouse. Then 
turning to Dr. Buckley, “this is the reassurance you were looking for, isn’t it? 
So here you have it, moments ago she was only sixty percent of her original 
size and look at her now, fully de-miniaturised.’ 

‘Dr. Masters,’ Dr. Buckley replied, ‘All I can say is - you are a 


genius.’ 

‘Well, I guess I am,’ Dr. Masters took a bow and accepted the 
compliment graciously. 

“You know Dr. Masters, I can’t wait to see you restored to you original 
size.’ 

“Well Connie, when you and I began to believe in this miniaturisation 
project, I was certain that we could make it happen. It was unfortunate that we 
encountered a little glitch, but we are now going to rectify that! I’m sure that 
when General Decker learns about this he will be excited.’ 

‘Let’s get you back to full size again and then we’ll surprise him with 
a visit.’ 

“Well, we can’t do it immediately, because as you know there must be 
at least a twenty-four hour break before we can re-miniaturise the Corona.’ 

Dr. Buckley took a few paces away from Dr. Masters and then turned 
round to address him. ‘We’ll finally be able to tell the world about this project 
and even tell them of the glitch, coupled with how we resolved the problem. 
This would really put MIF in the headlines.’ 

‘Entering the body of the Prime Minister was just the beginning, but a 
good beginning nevertheless and soon miniaturisation de-miniaturisation will 
be a viable option and we will be able to put it to other uses that will benefit 
mankind. The miniaturisation de-miniaturisation solution will completely 
change our approach to solving medical issues and any other problems we 
face. Think for a moment how we would have no need for huge 
transportations to shift people or things from one place to another and what 
that would mean?’ After a short pause Dr Masters continued, ‘Oh, Connie, to 
have you with me on this project means a lot...’ 

Dr. Buckley bent down, placed her right hand on Dr. Masters’ face and 
looking lovingly into his eyes said, ‘it means a lot to me too, Richard,’ and 
planted a tender kiss on his lips. At that moment, she became distracted and 
looked at the mouse cage again and was shocked. 


Dr. Masters noticing the horror on Dr. Buckley’s face enquired 
nervously, ‘what is it?’ 

Still looking at the mouse cage, she said, ‘I hope this doesn’t happen to 
you.’ 

“What do you mean?’ Dr. Masters asked and turned to look at the 
mouse cage where he noticed that the mouse had grown twice as big. 


The happiness that was evident on his face earlier disappeared. He 
looked at the Corona again and it had remained its natural size. ‘Why had the 
mouse grown twice as big?’ He was puzzled. ‘Maybe I made a mistake with 
my calculations?’ He questioned. The same thought had crossed Dr. 
Buckley’s mind as she looked sadly at him whilst he walked towards a desk 
and started to fumble through his papers. 

‘Richard,’ Dr. Buckley uttered softly, but when she didn’t get an 
answer, she placed her hands in her skirt pockets, shook her head and walked 
to the door. Before stepping out of the lab, she turned her head, looked at Dr. 
Masters once more and once again shook her head as she walked out closing 
the door behind her. 
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In the lab, Dr. Masters continued to review his papers and then 
checked the calibration of the machine. He spent all night re-examining the 
algorithms of the software; he just couldn’t find anything wrong. Everything, 
was as it should be. He stood up and with his hands on his hips, he stared at 
the papers lying on a workstation. He suddenly remembered ‘The Planck’s 
constant, which stated if a man is reduced to half his size, he can be kept for 
centuries. 

Twenty-four hours later, he checked on the mouse and whilst there had 
been no further increase in size, it remained twice its original size. He 
decided to miniaturise the mouse by fifty percent. Bingo, the mouse was back 
to its normal (original) size. He looked at the mouse and was pleased with the 
result. 

‘Perfect,’ said Dr. Masters, wearing a huge satisfying grin. 
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The phone rang and Dr. Buckley picked up the receiver. 

‘Hello... Oh, General Decker, how nice to hear from you! When is the 
big day?’ 

“Can you be more specific?’ 

“Your retirement day.’ 

‘Oh that. You can’t wait to see the back of me, I guess?’ 

“Not true.’ 

‘Have you seen Dr. Masters recently?’ 

‘Dr. Masters? No, I’ve not seen him for a whole week. He eats and 
sleeps in the lab and won’t see anyone, including me.’ 

‘He is a workaholic who is just trying to figure out a way to get back 
to his normal size, which should be understandable, especially to you. You 
should be helping him.’ 

‘I was trying to but... oh never mind.’ 

“What do you mean, please tell me.’ 

‘It’s nothing. Look, I’ve got to run now. Talk to you later. Bye.’ She 
replaced the phone on its cradle. 


Immediately, the phone rang again. It was Dr. Masters on the line. 

“Well what happened? I came to see you but you wouldn’t open the 
lab door.’ 

‘I’m sorry about the last few days, as you know I had a little set back, 
but I have resolved the problem of oversize with the mouse.’ 

‘Oh, that’s good news. By the way, General Decker just called asking 
about you.’ 

“Can you come over?’ 

‘Now?’ 

‘If you’re not too busy.’ 

‘For you, I'll make time.’ 
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‘See you soon, then.’ The line went dead. 
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Twenty minutes later, Dr. Buckley arrived at the lab and Dr. Masters 
immediately took her to the see the mouse. 

Dr. Buckley was marvelled at the transformation. ‘“She’s back to her 
normal size!’ she observed. 

Dr. Masters had a big smile on her face. ‘She is indeed.’ 

‘How did you manage it? I know.... this is not the same mouse!’ 

‘I can assure you she is. I spent hours checking and rechecking my 
papers, the software programme and the calibration of the machine. I couldn’t 
find anything out of order, but then I remembered, “The Planck’s constant” 
and straight away I miniaturised the mouse by fifty percent which brought her 
back to her normal original size.’ 

“What happens when she de-miniaturises?’ Dr. Buckley asked, 
sounding sceptical. 

‘At fifty percent miniaturisation she will not automatically de- 
miniaturise.’ 

‘How can that be true? How can we be sure of it?’ 

‘I can’t explain it to you, but it is a fact as I know it. The mouse can 
and will stay in this state for centuries. She is unlikely going to live that long.’ 

‘Hmmm...’ 

‘If she remains in this state, say for a month, with no ill effect, then 
we’ll know the correction has definitely worked.’ 

‘Richard, promise me one thing, in the meantime you will not try to 
carry out your plan.’ 

“You have my word, as long as you promise that me you won’t desert 
me.’ 

‘Not a chance...if in a month’s time nothing untoward has occurred to 
the mouse, Ill help you with your plan.’ 

‘A month is a long time, but it is a necessary wait,’ said Dr. Masters. 


Dr. Buckley secretly wished that something untoward would happen to 
the mouse, as this would help to deter Dr. Master from acting too quickly. She 
feared for his life. In his current state, he appeared to be functioning well. The 
only downside was that he was half his original size. Any solution to correct 
this must be hundred percent certain as far as she was concerned. Whilst she 
was also bold enough to want to be involved with the miniaturisation project, 
she had begun to nurse an irrational fear. 

“You know Richard I fear that we may be interfering with God’s work’ 

‘Nonsense,’ Dr. Masters replied dismissively...‘God gave man the 
intelligence to uncover the wonders of nature. How else would we progress?’ 

‘I know you’re right, but I still can’t help being frightened. 
Technology is moving us into another world about which we have lots to 
learn...’ 

“...but how do we learn if we are not prepared to take risks?’ 

‘Taking a risk is one thing, but we must also be ready before taking 
risks and I have a feeling that we have rushed into this too quickly.’ 
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‘Look, let’s concentrate on the future instead of dwelling on the past. 
We are where we are with the project. We must keep forging forward; we 
must celebrate our achievements so far. Talking about celebration, I’ve got a 
bottle of champagne which I have been dying to open.’ 


Richard walked to the fridge and pulled out the bottle, which he had 
already chilled and filled up two glasses. He offered one to Connie and 
holding the other in his hand got ready to make a toast. 

“You're someone I have admired for a long time,’ Richard said. 

‘Me too,’ Connie whispered. 


They looked each other in the eyes, knocked their glasses and took a 
sip. She invited him to her house for a meal, which he gladly accepted. 
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When Richard had arrived at Connie’s, he was impressed. It was 
located in a cul-de-sac in a quiet part of London. The radio was on and Connie 
was in the kitchen, busy preparing some snacks when she heard the doorbell. 
Her housekeeper wanted to see who it was but she interjected. 

‘Tll go, Miriam.’ As expected it was Richard. ‘Come in.’ 


They gave each other a hug and she took him into the lounge, where 
they shared a drink. His eyes roamed around the room and he decided that he 
really liked the place, which was spacious and tastefully decorated with a 
huge neatly lawned garden at the back of the house. 

‘This is a nice little place that you have here.’ 

‘T like it too,’ Connie said and they smiled. 


When he noticed a couple of cane loungers in the garden, he wanted to 
go and sit there. 

‘Can we go in the garden?’ 

‘On a nice day like this, why not? Please go ahead and Ill join you in 
a moment.’ 


Minutes later Connie was sitting next to him in her garden. 

“You look very comfortable,’ she commented. 

‘T am.’ 

“What are you thinking about?’ 

‘Oh, I’m just looking up at the sky hoping to see God!’ 

‘T didn’t know you believed in Him.’ 

‘Oh but I do... No one else could have created this beautiful world 
with all its splendours.’ He looked at her and touched her hand. ‘You said you 
were frightened by progress...’ 

Connie cut in. ‘When I look at what have happened to you, I certainly 
am.’ 

‘Despite that, I’m excited with the wonder of it all... one thing is for 
sure, to be alive is fantastic and to be here with you is even better.’ 


‘So am I,’ Connie said and they grabbed each other, bringing their lips 
together. 

After a minute, they let each other go. ‘I have a lot to get 
ready...err...General Decker is joining us for dinner, I hope you don’t mind?’ 

‘Not at all, maybe we could fill him in on what has been happening.’ 

‘Shall I invite Captain Lang, Dr Morden and Professor Whiting too?’ 

‘No, please, not now...later perhaps when we are definitely sure that 
the mouse is okay.’ 

“General Decker will be excited that we are nearing a solution to 
solving your case. 


At 7:00 P.M., General Decker turned up. Connie greeted him at the 
front door. 

“You're just in time.’ 

“What’s on the menu? I’m famished.’ 

“We are finishing with chocolate ice cream, but as for the rest, you will 
just have to wait and see,’ Connie said with a cheeky grin. 


Connie took General Decker’s cap from him and hung it on the 
portmanteau. Dinner was served and the three of them chatted for the rest of 
the evening. All in all it was a very pleasant evening. 2 
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CHAPTER 8 


One month later 


Dr. Buckley turned up to the lab. The mouse had survived, she had 
maintained her size and there had been no obvious side effects. With the help 
of Dr. Buckley, Dr. Masters was ready to put his plan into action. After 
miniaturising the Corona by sixty percent, Dr. Masters got inside it. 

In the control room, Dr. Buckley operated the de-miniaturiser. Minutes 
later, the process was over. Dr. Masters was back to his original size. No one 
was happier than the two of them. 
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The next day Dr. Buckley turned up at the lab where General Decker 
was already waiting by the entrance door. 

‘On the phone you sounded excited, like you had just won the lottery 
or something,’ General Decker said. 

‘Much better! Come I want to show you something.’ 

‘In the lab?’ 

“Yes, come on.’ 


Dr. Buckley opened the main door of the building and they walked 
side by side through an atrium and took a set of stairs leading to the basement. 
As they reached the door to the lab, she knocked. When there was no 
response, she knocked again. When there was still no response, General 
Decker prompted, ‘Haven’t you got a key?’ 

‘Unfortunately not,’ said Dr. Buckley. ‘He must have gone out.’ 

‘Oh dear.’ 

‘It’s not like him not to tell me... he knew I was coming.’ 


They walked away looking disappointed. General Decker was 
particularly dissatisfied but something didn’t sit right. 

Dr. Buckley attempted several phone calls to Dr. Masters, each time 
she got the message, PLEASE TRY LATER. 

She finally succumbed to her worry and later that day she decided to 
go back to the lab and this time found a piece of folded paper lying on the 
floor. She opened it and read the following: 


CONNIE THINGS DID NOT GO ACCORDING TO 
PLAN. I AM SURE YOU CAN HELP ME CORRECT IT. 


I feared this would happen, Dr. Buckley mumbled and continued to 
read. 


I KNOW EXACTLY HOW. SO DON’T PANIC. WHAT 
HAPPENED TO THE MOUSE HAS HAPPENED TO 
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ME, EXCEPT... 


Except what? She did not want to read any further, but took a deep 
breath and continued. 


IT IS A BIT MORE SERIOUS. IN FACT, GRAVE TO BE 
TRUTHFUL. ONLY YOU CAN SAVE ME! 


Oh, Richard! You know I would do anything for you, just tell me 
what, she spoke out loud to herself. Her pulse was racing, her heart was 
pounding and she was struggling to hold herself together. 


BEFORE YOU ENTER, KNOCK ON THE DOOR. 
WHEN I OPEN THE DOOR, YOU WALK WELL INTO 
THE ROOM. AFTER YOU HEAR THE DOOR CLOSE, 
SLOWLY TURN ROUND TO FACE ME. WHATEVER 
YOU DO, KEEP CALM AND STAY STILL. BEFORE I 
OPEN THE DOOR, YOU MUST PROMISE THAT 
WHEN YOU SEE ME YOU WILL NOT RUN AWAY. 


Dr. Buckley was getting more and more nervous. Why would I want to 
run away? She asked herself. 


You must Knock TWICE for YES YOU PROMISE and 
ONCE for NO. 


Connie stood there pondering over the contents of the note. By now, 
she figured, like the mouse, he had probably grown oversize, but just how big, 
she couldn't imagine. Has he changed in size only or has his character 
changed too? Is he still a human being or has he turned into a dangerous 
monster? After much deliberation, she plucked up the courage and knocked 
twice on the door. 


Moments later, she heard a click and the door opened slowly and only 
with just enough space for her to enter. She cautiously stepped into the room 
as instructed and waited until she heard the door close before turning round. 
As soon as she did, she turned and saw Richard standing there; much taller 
and larger with a grey paper bag covering his head. 

“Why is your head covered,’ Connie asked. ‘Since your body has 
changed I expect your face to have changed as well, so there’s no need to hide 
it. | won’t be surprised.’ 

“What happens to me now depends entirely on you.’ 


His voice sounded strange and he could hardly pronounce his words 
properly. He took a seat at his work station and asked Connie to do the same 
but to keep well away from him. 

“You said you needed my help. What would you like me to do for 
you?’ 

‘I want you to miniaturise the Corona by fifty percent. After that once 
I am inside it you can start the process of de-miniaturisation.’ 


56 


‘Understood. Don’t worry Richard; everything will turn out fine, just 
like it did for the mouse. You will see,’ Dr. Buckley said reassuringly and 
moved towards him. 

‘Stop where you are!’ Dr. Masters yelled as he stood up. Inadvertently, 
the paper bag fell off his head. 


On noticing his enormous facial distortion, horrified, Connie’s hands flew up 
to her face and she let out a loud scream. Her mouth opened wide as she found 
herself staring at what could only be described as the ugliest monster she had 
ever seen. She stood there frozen. Richard felt so angry that she had broken 
her promise he immediately signalled to her to get out of the lab at once. 
Connie ran to the door, but before stepping out she stopped briefly and took a 
second look only to be forcefully pushed out. Once she was outside of the lab, 
she broke down sobbing, filled with intense feelings of desperation. After she 
had had a good cry, she composed herself. 

‘I’m fine now, Richard. Please open the door and let me in?’ 

‘No. I’m sorry I frightened you. Come back tomorrow. I need you 
fresh and unemotional.’ 

‘T’ll be back. Youcan count on me. Meanwhile you rest. We will beat 
this. Can I get you anything to eat or drink?’ 

‘No, thank you.’ 

‘Ok, I'll see you tomorrow.’ 
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That night Connie couldn’t sleep. All her thoughts were on Richard. 
She knew she needed to look fresh in the morning. After tossing and turning, 
she decided to take a couple of sleeping tablets. 

Back in the lab, despite his initial reaction, Dr. Masters’ anger towards 
Dr. Buckley was temporary. He understood it was a natural impulsive 
reaction. If anything, he genuinely felt for her, as he knew she cared for him 
and so did he for her. He was counting on the fact that once he had gone 
through the process of miniaturisation again, he would have the same 
successful result he’d achieved with the mouse and his nightmare would be 
over. He didn’t dare think further than that. 
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The following morning, General Decker went to see Dr. Buckley. All 
the latter told him was that there had been a setback and there was a plan of 
action to rectify the situation. 

“What is that plan, may I ask?’ 

‘Sorry I can’t tell you that.’ 

‘Oh come on, we’re part of the same team.’ 

‘I know,’ Dr. Buckley nodded, “but please don’t force 

‘When are you going to see him?’ 


‘Err...later on today actually.’ 
‘Please keep me in the loop. I want to know. No correction, I NEED to 
know any development as it occurs.’ 


Dr. Buckley nodded and General Decker left. 


Having returned to the lab in a better frame of mind, Connie was ready 
to assist Richard in whatever way she could. 


‘Now, listen carefully Connie, you remember the successful result I 
had with the mouse?’ 


Dr. Buckley nodded. 

‘Well having reviewed all the data and checked the equipment is 
working correctly, I have just one hope left. If this fails then...” He stopped 
what he was about to say. 

‘Then what?’ 

‘No I dread to think of it, let alone say it.’ Then hesitantly he added, 
‘we would have come to the end of the road and the best thing would be to put 
an end to it all... Pll destroy everything including myself...you are right we 
have probably ventured into something prematurely.’ 

‘No, don’t think like that now, Richard,’ Dr. Buckley/Connie said 
fiercely. ‘I’m sure there are other scientists out there who can assist. I'll talk to 
General Decker...’ 

‘Negative,’ Dr. Masters said, banging his hand on the top of his 
workstation. 

‘Don’t be angry...I’m only trying to help... let’s go through the 
miniaturisation process again. It worked for the mouse so it should work for 
you.’ Then she whispered to herself, ‘Oh please God make it work. Let this 
come out right.’ 


The duo went in to the Control Room and de-miniaturised the Corona 
by fifty percent. Then leaving Dr. Buckley to operate the controls, Dr. Masters 
approached the Corona and got inside. After a minute of red and orangey 
lights flashing coupled with machinery noises, there was total silence. Dr. 
Buckley rushed to the Corona and opened the door to let Dr. Masters out. It 
was obvious he had returned to his original size, which brought her instant 
joy. 

‘It’s worked!’ Dr. Buckley jumped with delight. 


She pulled off the grey paper bag that was still covering Dr. Masters’ 
head to hug him and give him a kiss but instead began to scream her head off. 
Her hands extended in front of her as a shield, her eyes and mouth wide open, 
she moved terrifyingly backwards. Her body couldn't withstand her hysteria, 
her legs caved in and soon after she dropped to the floor, unconscious. Seeing 
the distortion of Dr. Masters’ face was just too much for her to take because it 
was worse than before. 

A guilt-stricken Dr. Masters rushed to her. After putting her body to 
rest on a couch, he went into a rage of despair and began to throw things 
around, kicking anything in sight as a display of frustration and desperation. 


at 


‘It’s the end’ he screamed out. This was how he saw it. He was now in a 
worse physical state than before. Who would want to look at him? He asked 
when he himself couldn’t even bear to look at his own face in the mirror. It 
was an experiment, which had gone wrong, badly wrong. Could a solution 
ever be found? If so when and by whom? Or was this the end for Dr Masters? 

Dr. Buckley regained consciousness, hand covering her mouth she 
watched with horror what Dr. Masters was doing to things around him. 

‘Richard, stop please,’ she begged, tears dripping down her cheeks, 
‘we will find a way forward. Please calm down, for my sake. All you are 
succeeding in doing is frightening me!’ She looked dreadful. 


Although she felt helpless, she still tried to instil reason and hope in 
Dr. Masters. The latter stopped his violent acts, stared at her, then before 
allowing his body to slide down against the wall and collapse to the floor, he 
threw an axe on the floor in her direction. 

‘Hit me with it Connie, I beg of you. End my agony here and now,’ he 
pleaded. 

‘No, I won’t,’ Dr. Buckley replied in an agonising voice. ‘You’re a 
very intelligent man and you’ve still got your entire faculty intact. This is your 
beauty, not your face. There must be a way forward, there has to be. I’m sure 
there is a skilful surgeon out there who would love the chance to work a 
miracle on you!’ 


Finally, Richard calmed down. He was out of energy. The atmosphere 
inside the lab had become less tense and a certain uncanny silence followed. 2 
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CHAPTER 9 


he relentless ringing of the telephone awakened Dr. 
Buckley. She struggled to sit up and looked at the bedside 
clock, bleary-eyed. It was Monday, eight o’clock in the 
morning. She picked up the phone. ‘Hello?’ 


‘Dr. Buckley ...’ 

‘General Decker?’ 

‘Can you get to my office, say in the next hour?’ 
“What’s happened?’ 

‘There is someone I want you to meet.’ 

‘Tm on my way.’ 


Thirty minutes later, hastily dressed, Dr. Buckley was knocking on the 
door of the General Decker’s office. He was sitting at his desk, looking 
serious. 

‘Come in.’ 


Dr. Buckley walked in and saw he had someone sitting on the settee. 


‘Sorry for rushing you, it’s just that I wanted you to meet Dr. 
Flintstone before he leaves for the US,’ he said. ‘He’s a surgeon who 
specialises in reconstructive surgery.’ 


They greeted each other and she took a seat opposite him. ‘I take it the 
General has already filled you in about Dr. Masters?’ 

‘Only that he needs specialist help and I am probably the person who 
could help him.’ 

‘I have heard a little about you and some of the great work you have 
done. I’m sure you’re the man who could save him.’ 

‘I will need to see him, of course. I understand he has confined 
himself to the lab. I’m off to New York this evening but Ill be back on 
Saturday. Can you arrange for me to meet him on my return?’ 

‘Pll talk to him.’ 

“You do that... in the meantime see how Dr. Masters feels about 
reconstructive surgery.’ 

Dr. Buckley nodded. ‘Okay.’ 


They shook hands and he left. 

Harley Street, where Dr. Flintstone’s surgery was located, was a street 
in Marylebone, Central London, which since the 19th century had been noted 
for its large number of private specialists in medicine and surgery, named 
after Thomas Harley who was Lord Mayor of London in 1767. 
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Later that day Dr. Buckley went to the lab and was pleased to see Dr. 
Masters was in a better mood. He appeared to have managed to get a grip on 
himself and had found the extra strength needed to deal with his predicament 
calmly. 

‘Richard, I’ve met and had a chat with a Dr. Flintstone,’ Connie said. 
‘He is a specialist in reconstructive surgery at Harley Street.’ 

‘Why?’ Dr. Masters asked. 

‘T think he can help you. He wants to talk to you when he returns from 
the US on Saturday.’ 

‘IT have no problem with that.’ Dr Masters replied, “but not until you 
hear what I’ve been doing since we last saw each other.’ 

Dr. Buckley was all ears. ‘Ohh what have you been up to?’ 

‘T spent all night reviewing all my notes again and have nearly finished 
rewriting a huge part of the software dealing with aspects of miniaturising and 
de-miniaturising process. I’m adding some new features that should help to 
refine the results manually.’ 

‘Sounds interesting!” 


When Connie had come to see Richard, she had hoped to persuade him 
to accept Dr. Flintstone’s help. To her mind, it would have brought some kind 
of resolution. Somewhere, somehow, it had all gone wrong. It’s fate, Dr. 
Buckley thought. You can’t fight fate.. The project had clearly spun wildly out 
of control and definitive action was needed, though not the kind Richard was 
pursuing. Suddenly she had lost her concentration and appeared to have 
drifted away. 

‘Are you alright, Connie?’ 


There was no response. 
‘Connie...Dr. Buckley ...’ 


She was shaken out of her deep reverie. ‘Yes.’ Her thoughts had 
drifted on to Dr. Flintstone. 

‘Are you alright?’ 

‘I’m fine, sorry about that...it’s just that... oh, never mind.’ 

‘Connie, I appreciate what you are trying to do for me, but I do not 
think reconstructive surgery is the right way forward, at least not at this stage.’ 

‘T see.’ 

‘As I said I have nearly finished rewriting a large chunk of the 
program and added new features,’ Dr. Masters repeated. 

“What will the new features help us do?’ 

‘Using the deminiaturise and sliding buttons we can control the speed 
of de-miniaturisation and even stop, pause or rewind the process at 
anytime...but more importantly we would be able to correct defects and 
misalignments instantly. Furthermore, it would allow us to lock any changes 
preventing them from being inadvertently deleted.’ 

‘But several changes have already occurred to your body.’ 

“Yes, but remember the method we have used did not get rid of any 
atoms, it merely miniaturised them. I can be re-miniaturised and then instead 
of automatic de-miniaturisation, we can use the hand buttons to manually 
return to status quo or to any position we choose to.’ 
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‘I’m scared that we might encounter more problems and complicate 
matters even more. This whole project has begun to scare the hell out of me!’ 

‘Connie, we are scientists. Our job is to search for the truths and find 
new ways of solving problems. That’s how progress occurs, that’s how we 
move forward. Once upon a time, reaching the moon was a pipedream; today 
men have landed on its surface, tomorrow men will be living there. Without 
science and the answers it provides and without new technologies, people in 
the civilised world would still be living in caves, hunting for food with spears 
and be using horses and carriages to move around...’ 

‘T know all of that but...’ 

‘There is always a “but’’, isn’t there? Look, it is natural to be a little 
apprehensive, especially when we are venturing into the dark. Naturally we 
will test my idea out on Squeaky first.’ 

‘Squeaky?’ 

“The mouse. I will be able to show you how to use the new features of 
the software and you will have plenty of practice and only when you feel 
confident handling the program, would we try the idea on me!’ 


Since the incident the two doctors had grown quite close. Dr. 
Buckley/Connie sat there, thinking. She was willing to do what was in her 
power to help Dr. Masters. It looked like there was merit in what he was 
proposing, she concluded. 

Of course, since Dr. Masters couldn’t carry out the procedure on 
himself, he desperately needed Dr. Buckley’s help. 

“When will the new program be ready?’ Dr. Buckley asked. 

‘By tonight.’ 


As Connie made her way to leave the lab, Dr. Masters accompanied 
her to the door. ‘When will you be back?’ he asked. 

‘Tomorrow, if you like.’ 

‘lll be waiting for you,’ Dr. Masters said. 

He stood there watching her as she walked away. She’s the most 
fantastic woman in the world, Dr. Masters thought. I’m so lucky to have her 
by my side. 


The following day, the duo tested the idea on the mouse. They were 
able to manually control everything and even correct existing imperfections. 
Where there was despair, suddenly there was hope. They waited a month. 
Whilst keeping the mouse under close observation, they carried out several 
psychological and physical tests to see if the trial run would be a complete 
success. 

Only then, would Connie repeat the procedure on Richard. 
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One month later, Connie was hosting an evening dinner party at her 
house. The doorbell rang, she went to open it and saw Richard standing there. 
She paused for a moment to admire her visitor. He looked quite handsome in 
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his black dinner suit, with cheerful eyes and a flawless complexion. Dr. 
Buckley looked beautiful too with her shiny black hair swept up in a crown. 
She was wearing a white, off-the-shoulder Neville’s evening gown that 
accented her slender, seductive figure. Around her throat she wore a diamond 
and ruby necklace. They both looked very happy to see each other. 

‘Come in,’ said Dr. Buckley after giving him a big kiss. ‘Everyone is 
waiting to see you.’ 


It was a big day for celebrating. In her lounge where Baccarat crystal 
chandeliers hung from the ceiling and prisms of light reflected a dazzling 
diamond-like brilliance, were A-list guests, including the Prime Minister of 
United Kingdom, General Decker, the entire crew of the Corona, celebrities, 
and selected reporters from mainstream media waiting to greet Dr. Masters. 

In her professionally lawned garden there were place settings for one 
hundred guests, at twenty tables. The finest linens, china, silver and stemware 
adored each place setting and in the centre of each table was a floral display 
of white orchids mixed with white freesia laxa. 

Bar service was set up in the corner of the reception room and outside. 
Alongside two walls was a long buffet of shrimps, lobster and crab; while on 
another table were buckets of champagne in ice. 

Waiters and security guards were in position. An orchestra was on the 
bandstand, playing soft music to entertain the guests and create ambiance. 
Everything was set. 

Connie wanted it to be a spectacular day. 


Richard looked much younger. There were flashlights from cameras as the 
press photographed him and Dr. Buckley. Dr Buckley asked all the guests to 
come to the lounge to listen to a speech from the Prime Minister. 


‘Good evening. As you know, I had to spend a week in 
hospital after being tested positive for the Coronavirus. I am 
proud to report that MIF saved my life, no question about it. 
Before I come to that though, I want to thank the many nurses, 
men and women, doctors and paramedics whose care has been 
so astonishing. 

For those of you who don’t know, MIF is an acronym 
for Miniature Institute Force, a subdivision of the British Royal 
Navy led by General Decker. It’s hard to find words to express 
my gratitude, for without this organisation I probably would 
not be here today. There were many people involved in an 
experiment General Decker asked me to partake in. To name 
but four individuals: Captain Lang, Professor Whiting, Dr. 
Masters and Dr. Buckley who formed part of a crew inside a 
capsule, who together with the capsule , were miniaturised to 
microscopic size and I inhaled it into my body. They stayed 
there for one hour. I hope they will not mind if I single out the 
last two members of the crew, for they are the reason in the end 
my body did start to get enough oxygen because these two 
doctors vacuumed my lungs and got rid of the Coronavirus 
thus freeing me of this invisible enemy. Without them things 
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could have gone either way. This is how I defeated this deadly 
virus and now have a means of helping those of you affected, 
do the same. 

The NHS is the beating heart of this country and sitting 
next to it will be the MIF, which is here to stay. It is the best of 
this country. It is unconquerable. It is powered by science. 
Read all about its latest achievement in your newspapers 
tomorrow morning. Have a nice evening.’ 


There was a loud applause at the end of the speech followed by a 
round of champagne and caviar, before it was time for dinner. The MIF team 
including the Prime Minister shared a big table. General Decker who was 
retiring in a week’s time, was over the moon his final project had ended well. 

Just as the evening was ending, Dr. Masters got up and requested the 
attention of everyone present. 


‘Ladies and gentlemen,’ Dr. Masters said. ‘I think I can speak for both 
of us and say Dr. Buckley and I spending time inside the Prime Minister’s 
body has been the biggest highlight of our career, but I am pleased to 
announce that there is even a bigger highlight...it would be fair to say that 
since our recent adventure, we have become quite close and I want to keep it 
that way.’ Looking lovingly into Connie’s eyes he said, ‘J want you all to 
know that I love this woman and would like her to be my wife...’ 


There was a chorus of aaaahs coming from the guests. 


Moving closer to Connie, rather tentatively, Richard added softly, ‘if 
she will have me.’ 

‘Richard,’ Connie said tenderly with a nod and a smile as she looked at 
him. 


Richard put his hand in his pocket and swiftly pulled out a ring, which 
he slipped on her finger. They looked at each other and they kissed—a 
gesture, which prompted the guests to clap. 

The Prime Minister was the first to congratulate them. General Decker 
followed suite. The waiters served everyone another round of champagne. # 


—TheEND— 
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A team of doctors tries to save the life of a Prime Minster who has collapsed and has 
been rushed to hospital where he is diagnosed as having caught COVID19. In an 
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On the hunt is Detective Inspector CJ Fairfield. Will he risk 
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Pretti Evans meets and falls in love with billionaire Richard Brent. Her ex-boyfriend can’t 
accept that his four-year-long relationship with her has come to an end. After failing to regain 
her affection, he vows that if he cannot have her, no one else will. When Pretti ignores his 
threat and marries Richard, she sends him into a fit of fury. How far is he going to go to put 
asunder what God has joined? Moreover, is he going to succeed in achieving his goal? 
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parents, falls in love with Ed, an English gigolo. They elope to get married but the romance 
does not last long and after divorcing each other, they go their separate ways. Ed goes to fight 
in Iraq whilst Samantha meets and marries Clive, a plastic surgeon who is more than twice her 
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funeral of his father. By chance, Samantha and Ed meet again. Though Samantha rebuffs Ed’s 
advances, determined to win her back he pesters her. Days later, Ed is shot dead in his bed-sit. 
Who has done it? Detective Inspector CJ Fairfield investigates. 
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This is a thrilling story of love and tribulations. 

Dr Rama Kaminski has been married to Maya for ten years. They have a beautiful daughter, a 
detached house in the city and two cars. They seem perfectly happy — except Rama is secretly 
having an affair with his assistant, Dr Gud. The latter desperate to have Rama for herself, 
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“What would you do if your identity 
was stolen by someone who looked 
just like you? A rollercoaster ride of 
deceit that will keep you on the edge 


of your seat until the end.” 
Macdadd. A reader from Kent. 
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Life is about to change for Bono Spencer, an art dealer who is married to a 
beautiful Russian nightclub singer. Returning home from his latest business 
venture, Bono finds himself embroiled in s case of mistaken identity. Once his 
life was simple and uncomplicated, now Bono has to fight to get back his 
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As the COVID-19 pandemic rages throughout the world, a terrorist and a mad scientist set 
out to make the most of the situation by kidnapping some world leaders and holding them to 
ransom. The situation was becoming desperate until a British Secret Agent jumped into the 
game to eradicate the villains, but the latter were prepared to retaliate. How far would they 
go? Learn more by going through this new novel by Sydney S. Chellen, a master of intrigue. 
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A team of doctors tries to save the life of a Prime Minster who has collapsed and has 
been rushed to hospital where he is diagnosed as having caught COVID19. In an 
attempt to rid his body of the deadly virus, a capsule and its crew is miniaturised and 
pushed down his windpipe. Is the crew taking too much of a risk as they run against 
the clock?... 


REVIEW: The voyage inside the human body is written in plain English making it quite 
educational as well as entertaining. Mrs. Carr, a reader from South Wales. 
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Donna Rees, a beautiful thirty-five-year-old blonde-haired millionairess has for the last three years been 
living a peaceful life with her handsome toy-boy, Jeff Larson—ten years her junior. One evening she 
receives an international call claiming Jeff is a dead man walking. He has traded his soul in settlement of a 
gambling debt. The only way Donna can save Jeff is for her to settle his debt in ten equal instalments over a 
period of ten weeks. She is given a limited period of time to decide whether or not to pay the money. She 
naively signed a dodgy contract. Caught up in a financial fraud, she finds herself stranded in a foreign 
country. Soon she discovers a plot to murder her. Can she act quickly and save her life? 


Reviews 


Set in the UK and Nigeria, this new novel starts with a financial fraud, followed by impersonations, 
treachery and murder. In his usual style, the writer blends mystery and suspense. The pace is fast keeping 
the reader on the edge. Prega Valaydon, 2021. 


Wonderful Romance. Full of suspense. Read at one go easily with scenes that are lively. The reader’s 
turmoil accumulating is dissolved by the happy ending. Regular Reader, VDC, Mtius, 2022. 


My friend recommended this novel. It is a 5-star for sure. Once I started reading I couldn’t stop! Many 
twists and turns. Amazon Reviewer. 


I’ve been looking for a romantic thriller novel to read and found my fix! Based ona 
millionairess who got caught on a financial scam and quickly found her life was at risk. I loved the narrative 
from start to finish, the plot, everything! - Goodreads Reviewer. 


Once I started to read I found it very hard to stop. Very easy to get lost in it’s various twists and turns with 
every turn of a page speculation and curiosity grew. Donna’s naivety and stupidity led her into dangerous 


territories. One that every woman who doesn’t want to get scammed should make a point of reading. Reader 
from London. 


Youcan get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 
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SYDNEY S CHELLEN 


Online 


Visit his website and read sample chapters of his books free, send and receive personal messages, and leave 
comments at www.sydneyschellenbooks.com 
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Why not find out more about Sydney’s double lives, in Mauritius and Kent, his family and 
beloved cats and how he spends his time when he is not writing stories. Also, learn more 
about new releases and pre-publication sample chapters. 
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Other books 


by Sydney S Chellen 


The essential guide to the internet for health professionals. Routledge ssw o-a1s- 


22747-X 


The essential guide to the internet for health professionals - Student edition. 
Routledge ISBN 0-415-30557-8 (pb); ISBN 0-415-30556-X (hb). 


The patient with a Mental Disorder. Cassell. issn 0.06-318295-5 


Information Technology for the Caring Professions. Harper 


and Row. ISBN 0-304-33162-7 (hb); 0-304-33164-3 (pb) 
Word for Windows. Cassell. ISBN 0-304-33242-9 


Excel for Windows. Cassell. issn 0-304-33241-0 


A passage to Europe. GPSbooksUK. 
Memories of Yesteryears. GPSbooksUK. 
Untold Story - An Autobiography. GPSbooksUK. 


An Untold Story Retold- The Autobiography. GPSbooksUK. 
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Sydney S. Chellen (AKA Sada, Seringapatam) was born in Mauritius, 
the third son of late Armon and Veerama (AKA Anne-Marie). He began work as a 
correspondent typist but eventually moved to Swansea, South of Wales, where after 
three years he qualified as a Registered Mental Nurse. He met and married Miss 
Georgina Scicluna, a Maltese nurse. At the age of twenty-five, he qualified as a 
State Registered Nurse and was awarded the John Ford-King prize for “best bed- 
side manner’. In 1997, he became a Senior Lecturer at Canterbury Christ Church 
University and started to write educational books. His book: The Essential Guide to 
the Internet for Health Professionals became a best seller in UK and the USA. The 
second edition of the book is available in paperback, hardback and e-book format. 
In 1966, he co-wrote a fictional novel, Wreckage but forty-seven years later, he re- 
wrote it and re-titled it theWreckage—based partly on a true-life story. Thirteen 
more novels ensued—four of which form part of a series called Sex, Lies, and 
Murder. 

Sydney S. Chellen has three children and two grand children. He and 
his wife who now live in the county of Kent, UK and they have two Birman 
pedigrees namely Lord DeMilo and Lady Tara which they adore. 
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Suspence Thriller 
the Daring Mission 
SYDNEY S CHELLEN 


A team of doctors tries to save the life of a Prime Minster 
who has collapsed and has been rushed to hospital where he 7 


is diagnosed as having caught COVID19. In an attempt to rid (Re 


his body of the deadly vims, a capsule and its crew is 
miniaturised and pushed down his windpipe. Is the crew 
taking too much of a risk as they mm against the clock?... 
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